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SYNOPSIS— THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN. 

ACT I. — Vogelreuter, who has busied himself all morning about the household) 
returns with his manager, Plotz, to the House, where his daughter Trade is preparing tea. 
Plotz announces -the news that the vagrant woman, the thief known as "The Old Hag" 
—the mother of Marikke, Vogelreutey's adopted daughter— has returned to the village. 
Vogelreuter orders his manager to turn the vagrant woman over to the gendarmes. 
Vogelreuter does not want Marikke to find out that the vagrant is her mother. Madame 
'Vogelreuter comes out to drink tea and tells her husband that something seems to be 
wrong with Marikke, that she had not slept all night long; but the old people ascribe 
that to the fact that she has been working so hard, making preparations for the wedding 
of their daughter, Trude, who was to be married within a few days. George, Trade's 
fiance, also complains that lie could not sleep that night, and speaks of the beauties of 
the Summer night. The new assistant pastor, HafFke, comes and asks to be allowed 
to deliver the speech at the wedding ceremony of Trude and George, explaining that 
the old pastor is ill. Then Haffke learns from Vogelreuter of Marikke's family. 
Haffke likes Marikke, and is especially eager to know, why the people call her "the 
hungry beggar woman." He learns that Marikke was found as a small child with her 
mother, almost frozen, in the forest, and that she was adopted by the Vogelreuters. She 
was brought up under the impression that her mother was dead, but Marikke had niei 
a vagrant woman who called her: "My daughter," and had then understood who het 
mother was. Remaining alone with George she begs him to bring the old v£gfarit, 
her mother, to the house when no one will be at home. George refuses to fumll her 
request because it would cause much unpleasantness to Vogelreuter. "I want at least 
once in my life to put my head on her shoulder and cry. I want her to caress me," 
says Marikke. She feels that she must weep, for she loves George, who is to marry 
Trude, the daughter of the people who have adopted her. In the name of their former 
love, she entreats George to fulfill her request, and he consents. 

ACT II. — Marikke tries to calm Trude who is upset by the strange conduct of 
George. George, remaining alone with Marikke, makes an attempt to persuade her 
not to meet the vagrant woman. "This is not your mother — your mother is here," he 
tells her. Marikke declares painfully: "Trade's mother is here, but my mother is not 
here. A mother must feel what is going on within her child." After an explanation 
from Vogelreuter, who reminds George of his father's obligations to him and of his 
kindnesses toward him, the young man becomes agitated. George was brought up under 
the guardianship of Vogelreuter and he feels that there is much in common between 
him and Marikke, "the hungry orphan." 

He brings the vagrant woman. Accustomed to stealing and to drinking, the vagrant 
steals some linen, begs for whiskey and makes a shocking impression upon Marikke. 
"Now," she says to George, "you know everything. I have no one in the whole world 
except you." "We are both in the same position," he tells her. "This day has brought 
me close to you. The day before St. John's night. Will you remember it?" But 
Marikke cannot give him any answer ; she asks him to go away. 

ACT III. — St. John's night. The Vogelreuter family and Haffke have come 
together to drink punch around the family table. When Vogelreuter learns that 
Marikke is going that night to the railroad station, he advises George to escort her. 
Haffke also offers to accompany her, but Vogelreuter insists upon George taking her 
to the station. A toast is offered to the pastor, but the pastor declines it on 
the ground that it is a pagan toast. George offers the toast, saying that a spark of 
paganism is burning within all of us, and once a year this spark flares up brightly, and 
it is called "The Fires of St/^John." "Once a year we have a free night. And do you 
know what (ills this night? 'The phantoms of the Jesires that- have been stifled' within 
us awaken that night. It is an ancient chaos. 1 lift my glass in honor of these pagan 
fires. Does no one want to touch glasses with me?" says George. The first .one to 
answer is Marikke. All the others follow her example. ; Haffke remaining with 
Marikke, proposes to her. ' Marikke implores him not to mention a word about this 
to anyone until after Trade's wedding, promising to accept his proposal after -the young 
girl will have left. All retire for the night. Marikke remains with George, waiting 
for the train. St. John's nigfit casts its spell over them. * "The bonfires are 'dying out 
already," says George. "I want them to burn; they must burn. I will kiss you. 1 
will take all the blame upon myself. My mother is a thief. I shall also steal," cries 
Marikke. _ ' " .' 

ACT- IV.— The- day, of; the. wedding. ., Trude is tortured with vague fear. "Did 
you ever love another?" she asks George, and notices tears in his eyes. "Whatif this 
wedding would never take place? What if I died suddenly or something else would 
l ■'._ i -Ji" " t i. "C; i.- '_i.:_"_~ t:i; ...» t„ -t, ..( c.A .,.».« 
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FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

WAS FIRST PRESENTED IN ENGLISH, 
IN BOSTON, MASSACHUSETTS, ON 
JANUARY TWENTY FIRST, 1904, 
WITH THE FOLLOWING CAST 



Mr. Brauer .... Mr. George C. Stalev 

Mrs. Brauer .... Mrs. Charles W. Brooks 

Gertrude Miss Blanche Stoddard 

George Von Harten Mr. E. J. Ratcliffe 

An old Gypsy Woman . Miss Ricca Allen 
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Mr. Paul Mr. Frederick Sullivan 
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and 

Marie A Foundling 

Time of action, about 1880 
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THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 
ACT ONE 

Breakfast-room at the Brauer residence. The back 
wall is formed by three glass doors, separated by 
marble pillars. Behind this, the veranda is visible, 
and balustrade, hung with fine rug, and stairs, 
leading into the garden. The glass doors have 
practical, solid wooden shutters, with bars, fast- 
ening inside. Doors R. and L. Large table C. 
with breakfast laid Front, to the left, sofa, table 
and easy-chair. To the right, sewing-machine, 
and basket filled with table-linen. Old-fashioned 
photos and engravings on walls. Otherwise, 
well-to-do family home. 

Time of day: Morning. 

[Gertrude busy at breakfast-table .] 

Brauer. 
[Enters with Paul, from J?.] Confound it ! Every- 
thing seems to go wrong this morning ! 

[Throws his cap on chair, angrily \ 

Gertrude. 
[Happily \ Good-morning, papa ! 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 
Morning, my child. Such carelessness ! You ought 
to be ashamed of yourself. If this thing had happened 
earlier in the season, out on the meadows — but at this 
time of the year — !!! Oh! Confound it all, any- 
way ! ! ! ! ! It is inexcusable ! ! ! 

Gertrude. 
What is the matter, papa? 

Brauer. 
The black cow has been overfed. But of course, 
when Marie is not about to look after everything, things 
go to rack and ruin. Well, man, what excuse are you 
going to make ? 

Paul. 
None, Mr. Brauer. 

Brauer. 
Now that's the most sensible thing you have said this 
morning. Here, take a cigar and get to work; but 
mind ! send for the veterinary surgeon at once. Have 
you had breakfast? 

Paul. 
Yes, sir ! 

Brauer. 
Then what the devil are you waiting for? 
Paul. 

I — I — I wanted to excuse myself, and 

Brauer. 
[Impatiently.] It's all right ! it's all right ! 

Paul. 
[Remains — hesitatingly.] G — Good-morning! ! 

Brauer. 
Well? 

[12] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Paul. 
I — I have something else to tell you 

Brauer. 
Then out with it. 

Paul. 

[ With a glance at GERTRUDE.] But 

Brauer. 
H'm ! Gertrude, darling, will you please see if it is 
still threatening rain? 

Gertrude. 
Yes, papa ! [Goes out on the veranda.] 

Brauer 
Well? 

Paul. 
[Confidentially.] The old hag has turned up again. 

Brauer. 

[Alarmed.] Wha The devil you say ! H'm! 

Who — who has seen her? 

Paul. 
She was seen begging in the village — and last night, 
one of my men observed her creeping stealthily around 
the sheds yonder. 

Brauer. 
[Scratching his head.] Yes, yes ! I had almost for- 
gotten. She has served her last sentence — fully five 
years ! — we have been free from her annoying pres- 
ence and now, she has returned. Well, what does she 
want? 

Paul. 
She has heard her daughter is about to be married, 
she says. 

[13] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 
[Laughs] Her daughter ? ha, ha ! I see ! no 
doubt she has learned of Gertrude's betrothal. Well? 

and 

Paul. 
And so she has come to get her share of the wed- 
ding-cake — so she says; but she dare not venture 
here. 

Brauer. 
Well, I should advise her to keep a respectful dis- 
tance. Take good care, Mr. Paul, that she ap- 
proaches no one of this house. Do you hear? No 
one. I will see the constable myself; and perhaps 
we'll soon get rid of her again. Good-morning. 

Paul. 
Good-morning, Mr. Brauer. \Exit.\ 

Gertrude. 
[Enters] Shall I pour your coffee, papa? 

Brauer. 
What? My little one looking after the breakfast, 
eh? Can you do all that? 

Gertrude. 
Oh papa ! if I couldn't do even that — — 

Brauer. 
But Marie? 

Gertrude. 
Oh, of course — not as well as she — you must have 
patience with me, papa ! 

Brauer. 
Why certainly, my pet! [Embraces her\ And 
now, let me see — how many days are you left to me ? 

[Ml 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Gertrude. 
Only four more days, papa. 

Brauer. 
Now, you rascal ! must you leave me ? must you go 
and marry, eh ? must you ? 

Gertrude. 
But papa, dear, it is all your own arrangement ! 

Brauer. 
Of course, of course ! what is a poor old man to do ? 
Have you seen George this morning? [GERTRUDE 
shakes her head] Such sloth ! He does nothing but 
sleep, sleep, sleep. 

Gertrude. 
He worked until very late last night, papa. At 
dawn this morning I saw his light still burning; and 
then it was past three o'clock. 

Brauer. 
Yes, I must admit, he is diligent and industrious — 
but also stubborn — damned stubborn. [The last is 
said almost to himself. Aloud.] Has mama been 
down? 

Gertrude. 
No, not yet. 

Brauer. 
And Marie? has she returned? 

Gertrude. 
She arrived by the early morning train. 

Brauer. 
And how nearly finished is the lover's nest, eh ? 

Gertrude. 
Only one more trip to the city, I believe she said. 

[IS] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 
Well, and do you like the arrangement? 

Gertrude. 
I don't know, papa dear. I am kept entirely in the 
dark. It is to be a surprise to me. Oh, I will like it 
very much indeed, I think. 

Brauer. 
And are you happy, my pet? 

Gertrude. 
Oh, papa, dear, I sometimes feel as if I didn't de- 
serve all this happiness. 

Brauer. 
Well, my dear, a housewife who calls these soft- 
boiled eggs, certainly does not deserve such happiness. 
Gertrude. 
[Embarrassed.] I only beiled them about three- 



Brauer. 



quarters of an hour- 

Ha, ha, ha, ha ! 

Gertrude. 

Oh, I beg your pardon, papa, I will 

Brauer. 
There, there, I was only joking; never mind it. 
And Marie, I suppose, is taking her rest now ? 
Gertrude. 
If she only would do so. Papa, you must compel 
her to take a rest. No one can endure such a strain. 
One day she is looking after this house, and the next 
day she is in the city, furnishing our new home ; and 
the nights she passes on the train. I am sure she will 
break down. 

Brauer. 
Well, well, I will look after that. 

[16] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Enters from L.] Good-morning! 
Brauer. 

Morning ! Well ? 

Gertrude. 

[TArows her arms around her mother :] Good- 
morning, mama dear ! 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Caressing her.] My sweet! my pet! only four 

more good-mornings, and then 

Gertrude. 
You must come to visit me soon, mama ! 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Crying.] Visit? ah, yes! 

Brauer. 
No tears now, no tears, I beg of you ! Tears on an 
empty stomach — b-r-r-r-r-r, that's poison. 
Mrs. Brauer. 
My darling, who dressed your hair last night? 

Gertrude. 
The housekeeper. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
There ! I knew Marie could not have done that. 
But do you know — Marie — a few moments ago I 
opened her door softly, to see how she was resting, and 
found her still fully dressed, just as she came from the 
train, seated at the open window, a book in her lap, and 
staring out into space. 

Brauer. 
Well, well, well ! I thought her passion for novels 
had passed away long ago. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
I've been thinking — we must watch her more closely. 

[17] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 
She needs no one to watch over her ! She is well able 

to take care of herself; but we must spare her 

Mrs. Brauer. 
But, Henry, just now — three days before the wed- 
ding — who could think of sparing one's self? 
Brauer. 

Well, you know — h'm 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Henry, you know how I love the girl; but, good 

gracious, she is not our own dear, sweet one 

Gertrude. 
Oh, she is more than that, mama dear. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
You are entirely too modest, my darling. 

Gertrude. 
Well, just imagine, mama dear, she was going to be 

married — and I remained at home 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Then we would retain our sunshine, our consolation, 

our [Looking at breakfast- table with a questioning 

expression] But, children, I can't understand 

Gertrude. 
What, mama dear? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Gracious! Everything is so — so [Topsy- 
turvy indicated by action] If she is not going to sleep, 

she may as well come down here 

Gertrude. 
[Laughingly caressing her mama.] There, you see, 
mama, dear, not even a single meal can you eat with- 
out her. 

[18] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

[George von Harten enters.] 
Brauer. 

Well, at last you have aroused yourself ; you 

George. 
[Interrupts him, tapping his hand.] There, softly, 
softly, dear uncle ; don't begin scolding so early in the 
morning. 

Brauer. 
Don't you think it's pretty near time to call me 
father, my boy? 

George. 
Not until after the wedding, dear uncle. Good-morn- 
ing, auntie. [Kissing her hand.] Well, little one? 
[Kissing her.] 

Gertrude. 
[Leans on him lovingly .] My George. [Laughs 
suddenly.] Oh, just look! he is simply covered with 
hay! 

George. 
Then you may make yourself useful by brushing me 
off. 

Brauer. 
The hayloft seems to be your favorite sleeping-place 
lately. 

George. 
Sleep? Heavens! who could sleep in this weather? 
I roam about, Lord knows where, over meadows and 
fields. Such St. John days ! ! ! It's enough to drive 
one mad. The days never seem to end. Late last 
night I was sitting jn front of my window. Said I to 
myself: "No sleep for me to-night, until that cursed 
nightingale runs out of melody" — when suddenly a 
meadow-lark announces the break of day — and there, 

[19] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

it's morning. To the left, the twilight: to the right, 
the dawn, peacefully together. From glow to glow a 
new day arises. Children, I tell you, it was beautiful. 
Give me a cup of coffee. 

Brauer. 
But, tell me ! Are you going to remain here now ? 

George. 
Why, certainly, until after the wedding. 
Brauer. 

But the propriety of such a thing 

Gertrude. 

[Imploringly.] Oh, papa dear 

George. 
Its immaterial to me. Under no circumstances do I 
desire to offend your sense of propriety ; but then I will 
stay down at the inn, as the nearest place. 
Brauer. 
And in the morning you will bring us the house full 
of fleas. 

Mrs. Brauer. 

But, Henry 

Brauer. 
Well, it's so. 

George. 
If you will allow me ! The wedding was set for the 
twentieth ; therefore I obtained my first furlough from 
the nineteenth — and I trust you realize that I can't 
change the dates to suit myself. I arrived on the 
twentieth — and the wedding, of course — it was post- 
poned. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
But, George dear, neither your home, nor anything 
else was ready. 

[20] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

George. 
And besides, where am I to go ? My own home is 
broken up ; Marie has had everything torn up. By the 
way, has she returned ? 

Gertrude. 
[Nods.] 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Why, what's the matter? Have you two had another 
quarrel? 

George. 
No, certainly not ; but I should not have allowed the 
girl to make a drudge of herself for my sake. I almost 
wish I had remained at home. 

Gertrude. 
Why, she is not doing all this for your sake, but for 
mine. 

George. 
Now there, don't be conceited. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Caressing her.\ I think she has cause to be con- 
ceited. 

George. 
As my future wife, she certainly has cause to be that. 

Brauer. 
There, there, don't you overrate yourself. 

George. 
I don't, dear uncle ; I am too practical for that. 

Brauer. 
So, so, you are too practical, eh ? then what the devil 
possessed you to leave this piece of paper on my desk ? 
eh? 

[21] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

George. 
Uncle, I beg of you, don't let us begin quarreling so 

early in the day. 

Brauer. 

[Angry still.] Very well, but what does it mean? 
George. 

It is simply a statement of my affairs. I am a free 

and independent man, and that is to show you that I am 

not only willing but also able to properly support my 

wife. 

Brauer. 

[Still worked up\ But I tell you 

Marie. 
[Enters R\ Oh — pardon me, papa — good-morn- 
ing! 

Gertrude. 

[Throws arms around her\ Marie ! 

Marie. 
[Kisses her.] My darling ! 

[She goes to Brauer and kisses his hand.] 
Brauer. 
You are back all right, I see ! Here, here ! [Puts hand 
under her chin.] Head thrown back, I say — why, 
what's the matter ? anything gone wrong with you, eh ? 
Marie. 
[ Uncertain] N — no ! 

Brauer. 
[To his wife.] Look at her — she is positively livid. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
What is the matter, my child ? 
Marie. 
Mama, dear, I sat up all night in the train and have 
had no sleep at all. 

[22] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 

And how much longer will it take you ? 

Marie. 
Only one more trip to town, — but pardon me, papa, 

the new assistant pastor is at the gate and 

Brauer . 
Who? 

Marie. 
The new assistant pastor. 

[Gertrude snickers.] 
Brauer. 
[To Gertrude.] What are you laughing at? 

Gertrude. 
[Pulling at Marie's skirt and can hardly keep from 
bursting out laughing.] I — I — oh, I am not laugh- 
ing. 

Brauer. 
[To Marie.] But what does he want? 

Marie. 
He says he does not wish to disturb the ladies so early 

in the morning, and asks you to please come out 

Brauer. 
Nonsense ! tell him to come in. 
Marie. 
Yes, papa. 

George. 
Good-morning, Marie. 

Marie. 
Good-morning, George. [2ja:*V.] 

Brauer. 
Gertrude, come here. Now remember, my dear, such 
conduct is not at all becoming to a full-grown young 
lady. • 

[23] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Gertrude. 
My dear, sweet papa, I am so ashamed of myself — 
I — I'll never do it again — never. But it's so funny 

— ha, ha, ha ! he is gone on Marie 

Mrs. Brauer. 
My dear, remember you are now a bride and it would 

be far more proper to say 

George. 
Smitten with her? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
{Somewhat reproachfully] George ! ! ! 

Brauer. 
Sh, sh — silence ! 

\During following scene, Marie noiselessly 
clears off the table \ 

Pastor. 
[Enters.] I should not have dared to annoy the 

ladies at this early hour, if 

Brauer. 
[Laughingly.] Eight o'clock is not so very early in 
the country, my dear Pastor ; you will soon learn that 
here. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
And how is the good old pastor ? 
Pastor. 

[Doubtfully shrugging his shoulders.] Well ! 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Alarmed] He is not worse, I hope ? 

Pastor. 
At the age of eighty, my dear lady, one cannot be 
said to be growing stronger. 

[24] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 
Ah, I see, Pastor, you are somewhat of a philosopher. 
Will you take something? 

Pastor 
You are very kind. A good glass of brandy is half 
the morning sun. 

Brauer. 
Now that is a manly word, Pastor. 

Pastor. 
Oh ! thank you ! Your health ! [Drinks.] 

Brauer. 
Will you take something, George? 

George. 
No thank you, uncle, not now. 

Mrs. Brauer 
When did you arrive, Pastor? 
Pastor. 
Just three weeks ago. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
And do you like our town ? 

Pastor. 
Very much indeed, thank you. I find the whole 
world beautiful ; but the surroundings here are excep- 
tionally so. Yes, this place to me seems doubly attract- 
ive, for here every one seems smiling and happy 

Pardon me, Miss, you have dropped the napkin. 

[MARIE smilingly bo ws her acknowledgment 
[Gertrude exits, stifling a laugh\ 

Brauer. 
Pastor, you will pardon this rudeness, she is still a 
child. 

[25] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Pastor. 
Oh, certainly, certainly ; for she is right. I have not 
yet been able to overcome my old tendency to play the 
gallant in the presence of ladies — and in this frock — 
I know — I must look somewhat ridiculous. 

Brauer. 

Tell me, Pastor, how did you happen to obtain this 
position ? 

Pastor. 

Well, you see, that, too, is partly connected with this 
coat. There were four of us, classmates — who, after 
graduating, were eagerly awaiting the call to save the sin- 
ful world — and among them, myself the only one who 
was, what you might say, in fairly good financial circum- 
stances. We were now and then compelled, first one and 
then the other, to present ourselves at the board of direct- 
ors — and as a consequence my coat suffered severely. 
Now it really never fitted any one of my comrades 
and at my suggestion we finally purchased a coat, that 
came nearer fitting each of us, striking a happy medium, 
as it were, to every one's satisfaction. Then, about four 
weeks ago, an ex-fellow-student — the curate of the 
cathedral — came to us, with this information: "Ye 
holy men, list ye to me. In yon Lithuanian mountains 
lives a minister of the gospel, who, on account of his ex- 
treme age and feebleness, is incapacitated from properly 
performing his duties. And as there are four of you, I 
propose that you draw straws and leave it to chance who 
shall be the favored one." At that the others unani- 
mously declared : " No, he who has shared with us his 
clothing shall be the favored one " — and — well, here I 
am and, I fear, not half as pious as I look. 

[26] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 
Ah, courage, Pastor, courage 



Pastor. 

Pray do not think that I am ashamed of my calling ; 
believe me, like our Lord and Master, my heart aches 
for suffering humanity, and therefore it has ever been 
my desire to follow in His footsteps. Besides, it was my 
father's wish. You must know my father is a well-to-do 
farmer — there are no really large estates in the lowlands 
— but he has considerable — yes, I might say, a great 
deal of money — and owing to my early surroundings, 
I'm afraid I am much better suited for a farmer than a 
minister of the gospel. But I will not give up, and con- 
tinue to struggle and rid myself of all my bad habits. 
Your health ! 

Brauer. 

Do you know, Pastor, I am beginning to like you ! 
Do you wish to remain here and take the old pastor's 
place ? 

Pastor. 

I really would like 

Brauer. 
Very well, my vote you shall have ! 

Pastor. 
You are very kind, indeed. With such a position I 
should be quite content, and to complete my happiness 

but, by-the-bye, the object of my visit was, really, 

the bridal-sermon. I am afraid our good old pastor will 
not be able now 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Ah 

[27] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 
[Simultaneously.] Will not be equal to the exertion, 
you mean ; ah — I feared as much. 
Pastor. 
Therefore, if you will allow me — unless you desired 

some one else 

Brauer. 
Pastor, if we had not already heard you in the pulpit 
I would deny your request, point blank, as you are 
practically a stranger to us. But your ways and senti- 
ments please me, and therefore — what say you, wife ? 
[She nods.] — And you, George? 
George. 
Oh, I don't know ; but unless I am very much mis- 
taken, there is already a great deal of sympathy be- 
tween us, eh, Pastor? 

Pastor . 
Now I must confess that is rather meaningless, at 
least so far as I am concerned; for my sympathy ex- 
tends towards the whole world. 
George. 

At any rate I am glad 

Pastor. 
[Jestingly.] Then will you kindly leave us for 
awhile? I desire to inquire into your past record. 
George. 
[Shakes his finger laughingly .] With pleasure, if 
you promise not to be too severe on me. [Exit.] 

Pastor. 
Now, then, with your kind permission, I will take a 

few notes 

Brauer. 
Certainly, Pastor ! 
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Pastor. 
This young gentleman, your nephew, is especially 
close to the family, is he not? 

Brauer. 
Correct ! 

Pastor. 
Pardon me, but may I ask in what way? 

Brauer. 
I will tell you, Pastor. It was in the year '67, when 
we had here in East Prussia, a terrible drought — a year 
of distress and — do you remember anything about it? 

Pastor. 
Very little, as I was then still quite young. 

Brauer. 
Ah, it was terrible ! Potatoes and fodder rotted be- 
fore ripening. Of wheat and rye hardly a trace. We 
farmers, I tellyou — ! Then it was, when my brother-in- 
law, the husband of my sainted sister, whose estates 
were in the neighboring township yonder, realized 
one day his financial ruin and with all his aristocratic 
pride — you understand — he saw no other way — he 
resorted to the pistol — he committed suicide. 

Pastor. 
And the — your sister, still lives? 

Brauer. 
Thank God, no ! but from that day 

Pastor. 
Pardon the interruption; but I have heard your 
daughter, Miss Marie, called " the calamity child " by 
some of the villagers. Has that any connection with 
this year of distress ? 
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Mrs. Brauer. 
And you didn't know that, Pastor — how she came 
into our house ? Well, during that same terrible winter, 
we were returning one night, my husband and myself, 
from the town, where we had at our own expense erected 
a soup-kitchen — when suddenly, at the corner of the 
woods yonder, where the road makes a sharp turn, our 
horses shied — and there, in the middle of the road, we 
saw lying, a woman, with a child pressed closely to her 
bosom. She refused to stir and begged us to put her 
out of her misery. Of course, we took her into the 
sleigh at once — ah, she was in an awful condition 

Brauer. 

I tell you, Pastor, it was months before we could rid 
the blankets of vermin. 

Mrs. Brauer. 

And the child, the poor little thing ! But after 

being bathed and fed, and lying there, between the clean 
white covers, we both stood over its bed — the little 
thing, with its pinched face, laughed at us and stretched 
out its tiny hands — my husband said to me : " Wife, I 
believe this is our share of all this sorrow and misery 
that heaven has sent us." 

Brauer. 

For you must know, Pastor, that our own daughter, 
Gertrude, was then not yet born. 

Mrs. Brauer. 

No, not until three years later. Well, we bought the 

child from that miserable, drunken woman, in proper, 

legal form — determined and glad to get rid of her, for 

she did smell so of gin, I could not endure it any longer. 
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Brauer. 
That is what the worst drunkards in these parts prefer 
to brandy. 

Pastor. 
Unfortunately ! ! ! 

Brauer. 

But to come back to my nephew 

Pastor. 
Pardon me, another question. What became of the 
mother? 

Brauer. 

Ah, that is a bad story — and just to-day 

Pastor. 

Yes 

Brauer. 
Oh — nothing, nothing. Anyway — that woman 
really did return, and as we did not want the child to see 
her, we gave her more money. Of course she remem- 
bered that and so finally she became a positive plague. 
Mrs. Brauer. 
Oh, Henry, I have often thought since, perhaps a 

mother's heart prompted her 

Brauer. 
You think so, eh ? Then perhaps a mother's heart 
also prompted her to steal at the same time ! for every 
time she honored us with a visit, something or other 
disappeared, until I grew suspicious, had her watched, 
she was caught red-handed — and, of course, a long 
term in prison was the result. 

Pastor. 
And the girl — does she know or suspect anything 
at all? 
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Mrs. Brauer. 
We told her, her mother was dead. But one day she 
really did see her. 

Pastor. 
How did that misfortune happen? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
It was on her confirmation day, just as the girls left 
the church in a body, when we heard a cry. What 
had happened? Why, that woman had been lying in 
wait for the procession ; when suddenly she appeared, 
seized her child, and kneeling before her in the road, 
passionately covered her hands and feet with kisses. 

Pastor. 
[Shuddering] Horrible !!!!!! 

Mrs. Brauer. 
I tore the child from her arms, of course, and carried 
her into the house. We had to make some kind of an 
explanation ; a drunken vagabond, I told her ! Did she 
believe it? — H'm? — Then she fell ill 

Pastor. 
And how is it now? 

Brauer. 
[Humorously.] Why, Pastor, you seem very much 
interested. 

George. 
[Enters. Gertrude follows him in.] I presume 
I am pretty well done by this time. 

Brauer. 
We haven't even started with your case. The pastor 
is interested in something of far greater importance. 
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Pastor. • 
[With meaning and 'moved.] You must not believe 
that, Mr. von Harten ; but there are lives whose fates 

are surrounded by so much mystery [with a glance 

at Marie, who enters L. with package of linen \ 
George. 
[Who follows his glance] Yes, yes, you are right. 

Pastor. 
If you will allow me, I will call again about the 
sermon. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Giving him her hand.] Pastor, you know you are 
always welcome in this house. 

Brauer. 
Give my regards to our good old pastor. Towards 
evening we will see him, as usual. 
Pastor. 
Oh, I had almost forgotten ! He desires me to ask 
you kindly, should you again favor him with eggnog, 
to please add a little more sugar, for the last was a trifle 
tart. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Why, of course, the poor old soul. 

Pastor. 
Do not say that, madame; for when the time has 
come when all our wishes and hopes and desires are 
concentrated upon a small quantity of sweets, our suf- 
ferings are near the end. And now, adieu. Miss Marie, 
adieu. 

Marie. 
[Preoccupied.] Adieu. • 

[Pastor exits, accompanied by Brauer.] 
[Gertrude enters'] 
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Mrs. Brauer. 
Don't be afraid dear, no one will scold you. 

Gertrude. 
Oh mama, I'm so ashamed of myself. When he 
arrived he seemed so jolly — and now — I am sure he 
is offended. 

George. 
He was not offended, dear; only a little grave. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
At any rate, what do you think of him, Marie ? 

Marie. 
[Glancing ujf> from, her work, sorting linen.] Of 
whom, mama dear? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Why, the new pastor. 

Marie. 
Oh mama, my mind is so occupied, I hadn't given 
him a thought. 

Gertrude. 
[Aside to George.] Now you tell her, George. 

Marie. 
Gertrude, how about our manzanillo-tree — any 
blossoms this morning? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
You don't mean to say you haven't looked after that 
beloved tree of yours this morning? 

Marie. 
I have had no time, mama dear. 

Gertrude. 
[To George.] Now tell her. 
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George. 
Marie, both Gertrude and myself insist, that you 
cease this endless drudgery for our sakes ; it isn't right. 
[Marie, humming, pays no heed — looks 
into space] 

Gertrude. 
See, she is not even listening. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
What's that you are singing? 
Marie. 
I — ? Was I singing? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Well then, humming. 

Marie. 
Oh yes, last night at the station I heard a strange 
song — some one in a fourth-class coach was singing. 
Listen. [Sj/^j.] 

" Zwirio czenay, zwirio tenay — kam'mano bernyczo — 
Rid wid wil dai dai — Ne'r mano bernyczo." 

George. 
And the Lithuanian text — you memorized it just from 
hearing it? 

Marie. 
Certainly. 

George. 
Well, where did you learn all that? 

Marie. 
Why, I have always known it. 

George. 
And could you translate it readily ? 
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Marie. 
Oh, it means nothing, really — [makes one or two 
attempts^ — " here " — no ! 

" I look here and I look there — where may be my lover? 
Rid wid will dai dai — Nowhere is my lover ! " 
Brauer. 
\Enters during this, unseen by her, -puts arms around 
her. She shrieks.] There, there — [caressing her.] 
Patience, my darling, some day you will have one — per- 
haps very soon. Why, what's the matter, dear? 
Marie. 
[Leans on him in tearless sobbing.] Oh, you have 
frightened me so ! 

Brauer. 
What is the matter with you this morning? What has 
happened ? 

Marie. 
I have already told you, nothing. 

Brauer. 
Tut, tut ! something has gone wrong ! I can see it — 
and now, I demand that you tell me the truth. 
Marie. 
Well, then — yes ! 

Brauer. 
What is it? Come, come, out with it. 

Marie. 
Some one attacked me. 

Brauer. 
Attacked you? 

Marie. 
Not far from here. 

Brauer. 
As you came from the station? 
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Marie. 
Yes. 

Brauer. 
Well, I never — but every one around here knows you 
and your character; how did he look? was it a vaga- 
bond? 

Marie. 

[Hesitatingly] N — No. It was — a gentleman 

Brauer. 
Did he lay hands on you, or even try to touch you ? 

Marie. 
No. 

Brauer. 
But you say he attacked you ? 
Marie. 
Attacked me — yes ! 

Brauer. 
You mean he followed you ? 

Marie. 
Yes. 

Brauer 
How far ? 

Marie. 
As far as the gate, which I opened quickly and then 
he disappeared. 

Brauer. 
[To the others] Now, what do you say to that? 
[GEORGE shrugs his shoulders] There is something 
queer about it all. [To Marie.] And that is what 
upset you so ? 

Marie. 
Oh, I am already much composed. 
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Brauer. 
[Raises her head.] Yes — you look it. 

Gertrude. 
Oh, papa, don't torment her so. 
Brauer. 
Now, then, go and take a good nap. 

Marie. 
Not yet, papa dear, I can't. I must speak with George 
first. About the large bookcase — I really don't know 
where to place it. 

Brauer. 
But you can do that later, can't you? 

Marie. 
I fear I might forget it. 

Brauer. 
Very well ; I am going down to look after the cow. 
Will you come, wife ? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Rising and putting up her handwork .] Yes, dear. 

Brauer. 
[To MARIE.] And one thing more, — don't you put 
your foot outside of the gate without an escort here- 
after ! Understand ? Not once ! 
Marie. 
But why not, papa dear? 

Brauer. 
After what has happened? But I never heard of 

such a thing — never, as long as I 

Mrs. Brauer. 
But, Henry, in broad daylight, it is hardly neces- 
sary 
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Brauer. 
No matter ; I have my reasons for that ; besides — 
well, I'll tell you later. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[In passing- taps MARIE on cheek\ Now, pet, go and 
take a good rest. [Both exit.] 

Marie. 
You must go, too, Gertrude ! 

Gertrude. 
[Peevishly.] But why should I ? 
Marie. 

You know, dear, your future home 

Gertrude. 
Ah, yes; those stupid furnishings! Do you know, 
I don't think a wedding half so much fun as Christmas. 
Now don't be long, will you ? [ Exit.] 

[Pause.] 
George. 
Why so deep in thought, suddenly? 

Marie. 
I — ? Oh, I was thinking. I was picturing to myself 
that cosy little nook, your corner room ! 
George. 

Marie, dear, how can I ever thank you for all the 

Marie. 
Don't speak of it, George, for I take great delight in 
having the furniture moved about; and then, I say to 
myself : " Here is where they will take their tea, and 

there they will while away their leisure hours " — so 

But, what I meant to tell you ! Yesterday we had an 
accident — the large mirror in the parlor was broken. 
I know it portends ill 
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George. 
What care I, so long as our friendship will not be 
broken. 

Marie. 

But why should it? 

George. 
It shall never be my fault, Marie. 

Marie. 
Certainly never mine. But what I wanted to say, — 
I had the large mahogany bookcase repolished. Is 
that satisfactory? 

George. 
Anything you choose to do is satisfactory to me. 

Marie. 
[Hesitatingly .] And then — I must tell you, George, 
something important. When I unpacked the book- 
case, I found a blue manuscript. 
George. 
[Unsuspecting.] What kind of a manuscript ? 

Marie. 
George, you must not leave that lying around — not 
even hidden behind the books, especially now, when 
you take your wife to your home. 
George. 
In heaven's name, what manuscript? 
Marie. 

I believe — it contains some poems 

George. 
You believe — it contains some poems. I have 
missed it since early last winter ; I thought I had lost it. 
Marie, now tell me truthfully, have you read its 
contents ? 
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Marie. 
N — no! 

George. 
Then why do you tell me not to leave it around ? 

Marie. 
Well, I read the first part, and had begun on the 
second, when I concluded to go no further. 

George. 
And you really looked no further than the first? 
Absolutely no further? 

Marie. 

No. 

George. 
Can you swear to that? 

Marie. 
I can ! 

George. 
Then swear ! 

Marie. 
I swear ! Are you satisfied ? 

George. 
Yes, thank heaven ! But you must not imagine for 
a moment that the book contains anything I am 
ashamed of ; on the contrary, I consider it so sacred I 
would not have it desecrated by a stranger's eye. 
About four years ago, something occurred within me 
— within my soul. No one knows — no one could 
even guess, and no one shall ever know. 
Marie. 
No one? Not even I? 

George. 
No, not even you. But where is the book? Give it 
to me! 
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Marie. 
[Turns up stage and takes it from her bosom.] Here 
it is. 

George. 
How shall I ever thank you ? 

Marie. 
I want you to do me one favor. Will you promise 
me? 

George. 
If it's in my power, certainly ! 
Marie. 
Then I must first confess to you. A few moments 
ago, when papa questioned me, I deceived him. I was 
attacked last night — yes — but not by a man, but by a 
woman — a Lithuanian woman. George, that woman 
was my mother ! 

George. 
But I understood your mother was dead. 

Marie. 
No, no; that is not so. Not one of you ever told 
me the truth. On the day of my confirmation I was 
waylaid by that very same woman — I cannot have 
been mistaken. 

George. 
Come, tell me, how did it happen? 

Marie. 
I was walking along quietly — 'twas already dawning 
— when suddenly a gaunt form arose from the ditch 
beside the road. I looked, and saw before me a miser- 
able beggarwoman, who called out to me in a trembling 
voice : " Marie — Madame — Daughter ! " I turned 
cold in fear and horror, and, unable to utter one sound, 
I began to run; and I ran, ran, ran, and behind me I 
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only heard her agonizing call : " My Marie — my 
daughter !" And so, I ran away from my own mother. 
And now, after a few hours' thought, I realize I did 
wrong. I must see her and speak to her, and learn 
from her own lips who and what I am; and as papa 
has forbidden me to leave this house — I would go in 
spite of him, but I have a fear — I beg of you, George, 
dear, go to her, I implore you, find her for me — she 

cannot be far away, and 

George. 

And then ? 

Marie. 

Then bring her to me, into the garden, or, better 
still, into this room towards evening, when papa and 

mama are calling on the old pastor 

George. 

Marie, I cannot do that ! 

Marie. 

The first time I ask a favor of you — and you say 
you cannot do it? 

George. 

Marie, dear, listen to me ! You have been so kind to 
me of late — and that has not always been so ; but if 
you had sacrificed for me even more than your own 
comfort and rest, I — I could not do it — I could not 
deceive your father and mother, for I fear the conse- 
quences. 

Marie. 

Then can't you understand that, a foundling though I 
am, a desire might come over me to see my own 
mother, though she be but a common beggar and an 
outcast? That I might want to lay my head on her 

[43] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

shoulder and be petted and fondled, and cry myself to 
sleep on mine — on my own mother's breast? 

George. 
Are you not fondled, are you not petted — has mama 
not always been kind to you ? 

Marie. 
Yes, but it is not the same — not the same. Never 
have I felt the desire, the demand within me for my own 
flesh and blood, as just now. 

George. 
But why just now? 

Marie. 
\Imploringly .] Because my heart is bursting. Oh, 
George ! 

George. 
I cannot. I dare not do it ! 

Marie. 
Then you refuse me? 

George. 
You know I must ! ! 

Marie. 
Then have you forgotten what took place in there, in 
your heart, four years ago ? 

[Pause.] 
George. 
Marie, you have read my manuscript ! 

Marie. 
Yes, I read it. Will you do it now? 

George. 
Marie, you have sworn falsely ! ! ! 
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Marie. 
[Shrugging her shoulders.] Will you do as I ask? 

George. 
Tis well ! I will do as you ask ! ! ! ! 

[Curtain.] 



END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT TWO 



The same scene as Act I. 

[Marie, seated, -with some linen in her lap, 
at the sewing-machine, looking dreamily out 
of the window.] 

Housekeeper Katie. 

[In door R.\ 
May I come in, Miss Marie? 

Marie. 
Oh, is that you ? Yes, come in ! 

Katie. 
I see you are working on Miss Gertrude's wedding 
outfit. How beautiful, fit for a princess. But what I 
wanted to ask you : Madame has given me the menu 
for the wedding feast, and as to fish, it calls for carp. 
Now you know I am economical, but carp — common 

carp 

Marie. 
Why, carp is a very fine fish 

Katie. 
Oh yes, and good enough for — say — your wedding 
feast ; but not good enough for Miss Gertrude. 

Marie. 
For my wedding feast even carp is too good. 
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Katie. 
Oh no ; carp is not too good for you, though it may 
be good enough — and do you know . I will prepare a 
special Polish sauce — but Miss Gertrude — she must 
have deep sea fish. Now will you see Madame about 
that, please? 

Marie. 
Very well, I will speak to mama about it. 

Katie. 
And you are not offended ? 

Marie. 
Oh no! 

Katie. 
For, after all, you know, you are only a foundling. 

Marie. 
Oh yes, I know. 

Katie. 

But we all love you, Miss Marie, and 

Marie. 
Thank you. But have you seen Mr. von Harten 
this morning? 

Katie. 
No, I have not ! But I have some good news for you 
— the assistant pastor has fallen deeply in love with you. 
Marie. 
Yes? 

Katie. 
And he is going to ask for your hand ! ! ! I always 
said you were a lucky girl. Just think, you may be a 
St. John's-bride. 

Marie. 
And what is a St. John's-bride? 
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Katie. 
You don't know that, Miss Marie? Well, I'll tell you. 
It is written in the new seal of Solomonis: "Who- 
ever shall give or receive their first kiss on St. John's eve, 
their love is sealed and they will be faithful unto death." 
So it is written in the new seal of Solomonis. 
Gertrude. 
[Enter C, hands behind her, with bouquet] 
Marie, I have something for you. No, first I want 
Katie to leave the room. Go now, go ! ! ! 

Katie. 
Oh, I am going — I am going !!!!!!!!! [Exit.] 

Gertrude. 
Shut your eyes now ! [Marie does so, as Gertrude 
holds bouquet to Marie's face.] Now what is it? 

Marie. 
The tulip-tree ! the first blossoms from our manza- 
nillo-tree ! It blooms — it blooms ! ! ! [Burying her face 
in the flower s.\ 

Gertrude. 
Are you glad, Marie? 

Marie. 
Yes, darling, so glad ! ! ! Thank you ! 

Gertrude. 
And do you know who picked them ? — George ! 

Marie. 
For me ? 

Gertrude. 
Why, of course, for you ! 

Marie. 
He — did this — for me? 
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Gertrude. 
He would do even more than that for me, I am sure ! 

Marie. 
Oh yes, certainly ! But where is he now? 

Gertrude. 
I don't know ! 

Marie. 
Did he say he had to go somewhere? 

Gertrude. 
Yes, he had to go out on the fields, he said — and 
that was quite some time ago. I wanted to accompany 
him, I begged and begged, but he flatly refused to let 
me go. 

Marie. 
[Breathing heavily] Oh !!!!!!! ! 

Gertrude. 
I don't know how it is ; but to-day he is acting so 
strangely. Papa has asked for him several times — 
and do you know, dear, at times he is not at all pleasant 
to me! 

Marie. 

But why should he 

Gertrude. 
That's just it ! why should he ? Oh, if I only knew — 
if I was only certain he loved me — and then, another 
thing — I don't know if I should tell you — I have a 
growing fear, some other girl will take him away from 
me. 

Marie. 
[With forced laugh.] Away from you, dear? how 
could that be possible? 
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Gertrude. 
Oh yes, you may laugh ; but at times, when he looks 
at me, I see a strange look come in his eyes. Half 
affection — half pity — and I don't want to be pitied I 
Why should he? Am I not happy? 

Marie. 
[Caressing her\ Yes, dear ; you ought to be very, 
very happy. 

Gertrude. 
But I cannot rid myself of the fear, perhaps he really 
loves another and is only taking compassion on me ! 

Oh, if I only knew 

Marie. 
But, my darling 

Gertrude. 
For you see, I am still so young — and think, how 
ill-mannered I was only this morning ! I was so sorry 
afterwards — but I do love to laugh. [Laugks.] 

Marie. 
[ With strange, desperate tone ofvoice\ And you shall 
laugh — laugh — laugh — so — so !!!!!!! 

Gertrude. 
Mama, too, insists that my love for him is only that of 
a child and not of a woman and a bride ; but you see 
she would rather I'd not marry at all and so remain at 
home with her all my life. But you will be good to 
her, won't you ? You will soon be her only one. 

Marie. 



Why yes ! 



Gertrude. 
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Marie. 
I shall soon know whose only one I am ! 

Gertrude. 
What are you saying? 

Marie. 
[As GEORGE enters.] There he is ! 

[Gertrude runs towards him. MARIE takes 
a few steps, then hesitates and stops.] 

Gertrude. 
[Pulling him, as she runs towards him.] Oh, 
George ! ! ! [Then] Confound you ! 

George. 
[Reproachfully.] Gertrude!! I ! !! 

Gertrude. 
[Crushed.] Why, what did I say? 

George. 
[Lovingly.] Now listen to me, little one. Such lan- 
guage may be excusable in your papa, but never in 
my bride. 

Gertrude. 
[Pouting.] Everything I say seems to displease you. 
You never find fault with Marie ! You can go and 
marry her ! ! ! 

George. 
Marie does not want to marry me. 

Marie. 
My very best thanks, George ! 
George. 
For what? 

Marie. 
[Picking up bouquet.] For this ! 
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George. 
Oh, don't mention it. 

Marie. 
Were you out in the fields? 

George. 
Yes. 

Gertrude. 
Yes, papa' is angry with you, too. He is looking for 
you ! 

George. 

Oh yes — I know ! Well ? 

Marie. 
In what direction did you go ? 

George. 
I have been everywhere. 

Marie. 

And have you found ? 

Gertrude. 
What was he to find ? 

George. 
Yes, what was I to find ? But, children, your tulip- 
tree is certainly a strange fellow. There he stands, 

blooming alone, like the last rose of summer 

Gertrude. 
My great-grandfather brought it from South America ! 

George. 
[To Marie.] And that is why you love it so, because 
it is so foreign and strange? 

Marie. 
[Busy with linen.] Perhaps ! 

Gertrude. 
No, that is not the reason 
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Marie. 
Well then, what is it? 

Gertrude. 
I'm going to tell on you. One day papa took her to 
the Opera, down in the city; there they saw the 

African 

George. 
" L' Africaine," you mean ? 

Gertrude. 
Yes, yes, that's what she called it. 
Marie. 

Gertrude, please don't 

Gertrude. 

In that play occurs a poison-tree — I think 

George. 
Yes, a manzanillo-tree ! 

Gertrude. 
Yes, yes ; and whosoever inhales the odor of its blos- 
soms must die. And do you know what she did ? Oh, 
yes, I did the same — we would go to this tree, smell of 
its blossoms, and lay down 

George. 
To die? 

Gertrude. 
To die. 

Marie. 
Now you can imagine, George, how long ago that 
must have been. 

Gertrude. 
Yes, it was long, long ago. But about four years 
ago, one day Marie really wanted to die very badly. 

[Marie casts a frightened glance at GEORGE, 
who returns it thoughtfully\ 
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Gertrude. 
But we didn't. 

George. 
No, no, thank heaven. Now, little one, run along 
and tell papa that I am here. 

Gertrude. 
Marie, will you come, too ? 

Marie. 
No ; I think I will remain here a little while longer. 

Gertrude. 
Then I'll stay, too. 

George. 

Now, little one 

[Gertrude exits with a sign.] 

Marie. 
\Quickly and suppressed.] Did you find her? 
[George nods.] Will she come? Why don't you 
answer? 

George. 
Marie, when you exacted this promise from me this 
morning, I did not realize what it meant. I had never 
seen your — I don't want to speak that word — I had 
never seen this person until to-day. She must not 
come to this house, secretly — she must not ! ! ! 

Marie. 
George ! ! ! 

George. 
Take uncle into your confidence, at least. 

Marie. 
No, no one — no one but you ! ! 
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George. 
What do you want with her ? You know you belong 
to this house. Here you have everything your heart 

desires. Here you have love — here you have 

Marie. 
[Interrupts Aim.] Bread! Why don't you say it? 
Yes, here I have bread ! 

George 
I did not mean to say that. 

Marie. 
No ; but I did ! And do I not earn it, as well as the 
little love I obtain in this house? I am " The Calamity 
Child " — and I do not ask for charity. 
George. 
You seem to be possessed of the very devil to-day ! 

Marie. 
Perhaps ! 

George. 
I implore you, do not insist. I fear the consequence. 
You will see ! for whatever is done against nature, 
punishes itself. 

Marie. 
And is it against nature when a child cries out for its 
own mother? 

George. 
She is not your mother ; your mother is in this house. 

Marie. 
Gertrude's mother is in this house, not mine. A 

mother must feel for her child, she must see 

George. 
Sh — sh ! 

[Enter Gertrude.] 
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Gertrud e. 
You two are continually talking in whispers; can't 
you tell me? It makes me so unhappy ! 
Marie. 
{Caressing her.\ But darling, it is all done for your 
sake ! 

[During this, GEORGE looks at her disapprov- 
ingly, while MARIE casts a timid glance at 
him,] 

Brauer. 
[Enters.] At last you have come. Where in thunder 
have you been all day? It almost seemed to me as if 
you were trying to avoid me ! 

George. 

But, uncle 

Brauer. 
Well, girls, have you prepared the pastor's eggnog? 

Marie. 
Oh, I had entirely forgotten it. 
Brauer. 
Then see to it at once. And don't forget the sugar, 
you know. 

Marie. 
Yes, papa. 

Brauer. 
And Gertrude dear, you can go and help her. It is 
time you were learning to do something yourself. 
Gertrude . 
Yes, papa ! 

Marie. 
I hardly think it will be ready in time to take with 
you and mama. 
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Brauer. 
Then bring it later — yourself. 
Marie. 
[With a glance at George.] Could not Gertrude 
bring it, papa? I have so much work to do ! 
Gertrude. 
No, no, papa ! ! ! 

Brauer. 
Yes, yeS, you shall ! — bring it up when done ; and 
mind, you remain at the pastor's as long as your 
mother and I, this time. Understand ? 
Gertrude. 
Oh, papa dear ! The last time, the old pastor in- 
sisted upon holding my hand in his so long; and they 
are so cold and clammy, so shriveled and hairy, like 
the hands of the dead ! 

Brauer. 
Come here, my child. Those hairy hands once 
christened you, and at your confirmation the same 
shriveled hands were laid upon your head and invoked 
for you the blessings of heaven ; and would you, after 
all that, refuse to hold them in your own warm young 
hands? My daughter, I do not wish to hear that 
again. [Kisses her.] 

Marie. 
[Slowly has approached George. Softly, aside to 
him.] You will do as I ask? 

Brauer. 
And now, leave us. 

[Marie and Gertrude exit.] 
" Now, then, comes your turn," says the stork to the 
worm. 
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George. 
[Looking after the girls, turns.] I suppose so, but 
take a care, uncle, I am not so easily digested. 

Brauer. 
We shall see ! We shall see ! 

George. 
What do you want with me ? My financial condition 
is satisfactory. I have a good position, and my future 
is assured. I desire to enjoy the results of my own 
labors, not those of yours. 

Brauer. 
So, so ! 

George. 
Yes, dear uncle. If you were so determined upon 
giving a large dowry, you should have found another 
husband for Gertrude than myself. 

Brauer. 
[Riled.) Oh, hang you and your confounded pride ! 

George. 
Yes, I am proud; and because of my pride and 
determination, and, I may say, defiance, I have become 
what I am ! 

Brauer. 
[Rather arrogantly \ And was there no diligence ? 

George. 
That, also, was nothing but defiance. 

Brauer. 
I almost believe you are determined to create another 
rumpus, as you did twelve years ago. 
George. 
If necessary, yes ! 
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Brauer. 

And was it necessary, even then ? 
George. 

You ask me that question? When one day I came 
here, during vacation from college, you insisted upon 
my attending your church. I refused. You gave me 
my choice, either to do as you asked, or have my 
allowance cut off. Then I resolved in my mind never 
to comply with your command, in spite of everything. 
Oh, it is no pleasure to hunger, as I was forced to do 
then ; but you may believe me, as I stand before you 
now, a free and independent man, I owe all of it to my 
stubborn confidence in myself, looking neither to right 
nor left, but straight ahead, without concessions, with- 
out falsehoods, always able to look every man straight 
in the face. And this good conscience is my proudest 
possession. From it do I draw all my strength, and I 
will never give it up. 

Brauer. 

Well, who the devil asked you to give it up ? 
George. 

And one thing more. Of course, I belong to this 
house; fate has made it my lot. Therefore it has 
ever been far from my mind to seek a wife elsewhere, 
so strongly attached do I feel myself to this house ; and 
that would have been impossible, had I not from that 
day been a free man. And now, dear uncle, you are 
at heart a good and kind man ; but your hand is heavy, 
and it must not lie upon me again as that of the master. 
For that reason do I refuse to touch even one penny of 
the dowry, now or any other time. 
Brauer. 

So, so ! Then you are really afraid of me ? 
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George. 
Afraid of you ? Bah ! ! ! 

Brauer. 
And at heart you are nothing but a coward ! ! 

George. 
Uncle, I forbid you 

Brauer. 
You forbid me ? Ha ! This is my house, and here 
I am the master ! 

[George shrugs his shoulders.] 

Brauer. 
Yes, yes; it seems to annoy you to have any one 
keep an eye on you and your conduct 

George. 
My life has been as an open book to this day. 

Brauer. 
But after to-day — what about that? Who can look 
into the future? Who can look into your heart and 
read your thoughts? Who knows what may happen 
over night, eh? 

George. 
Uncle, these are insults I will not endure, even from 

you , 

Brauer. 
Well! What then ! Come on ! {Jumps up, facing 
him, ready to fight \ 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Enters, ready to go out, dressed.] Henry, what on 
earth have you done to Gertrude? She is in her room, 
crying as if her heart would break. 

[MARIE has also come in with Mrs. BRAUER.] 
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Brauer. 
How is the eggnog getting on, Marie? 

Marie. 
It is not quite done, papa ! 

Brauer. 
Then let her have her cry; she can bring it up 
later. 

Marie. 
Yes, papa. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
And are you ready? 

Brauer. 
Ready for what? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Are you ready to go now? 

Brauer. 
Well, wait for me out on the veranda; we have 
something to settle first, we two ! 

Mrs. Brauer. 
What's the matter with George ? 
Brauer. 
Oh, I have just asked him for an explanation, and that 
does not seem to please him. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Caressing Aim.] Don't you mind him, George dear. 
After the wedding you can laugh at him. 
Brauer. 
Well, we shall see about that ! ! ! 

[Mrs. Brauer and Marie exit.] 
Brauer. 
We can't go on like this, for I fear the consequences ; 
but, nevertheless, I shall handle you without gloves. 
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George. 
Well? 

Brauer. 

My child loves you. You are her ideal, her all, and 

the wedding must take place. But tell me, what right 

have you to all this pride — I might even say arrogance? 

George. 

Must I perhaps ask your permission ? 

Brauer. 
That is the same old defiance, the same unreasonable 

stubbornness of your father's ! ! ! ! ! 

George. 
[Starts.] My father has been dead these twenty 
years — what do you want of him now? 
Brauer. 
What do I want of him? That he left you to me, 
to bring up from childhood, I will hardly mention; 
although that ought to be sufficient to temper your 

untamable pride — at least towards me ; but 

George. 
Uncle, you may abuse me as much as you please, but 
my father I will not have disturbed ! My father — you 
shall let him rest in peace ! , 

Brauer. 
And who was it — who took care — who made it pos- 
sible, that he could rest in peace ? 
George. 
Uncle, what do you mean ? 

Brauer. 
Well then, who was it, when he laid there, dead, before 
us, who paid his debts of honor and saved your father's 
name from disgrace? [Pause.] 
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George. 
Uncle, you should not have said that ! 

[Sinks in chair and covers his face with his 
hands.] 

Brauer. 

My boy [Emotion stops him from saying more — - 

walks about.] See here [Again the same — tries to 

light a cigar, breaks it and throws it away.] 

George. 
You should not have said that, uncle ! No, no 

Brauer. 
My God, you knew of it? 

George. 
Yes, I knew of it, and yet you should not have said 
it ; you should not have repeated it. Twelve years ago, 
in our quarrel, when you raised your whip to me — and 
I reached for the carving-knife — no, no — I should not 
have done that. You should not have raised your whip, 
nor I the knife. That is the reason I refused anything 
from you at all. Now you know it. From that day I 
swore to scratch the gold from the ground with my 
finger nails and fling it in your face. From that day I 
hated you — and rightly so ! 

Brauer. 
And all that because I saved your and your father's 
name from dishonor and disgrace? 

George. 
No! But because you turned that same deed into a 
weapon to crush my youthful pride. 

Brauer. 
My boy, one uses the weapon nearest to hand. 
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George. 
[Bitterly.] Even if it is only a whip. But then, I 
see my mistake. I have no right to pride ; my fatherly 
inheritance does not permit it. Give me your gold ! 
I'll take it! All — all ! 

Brauer. 
No, no ; in your present state of mind I will force 
nothing on you. You might again turn to hating me. 

George. 
Ah no, dear uncle, that is past. Hereafter, I will 
swallow my pride. 

Brauer. 
My boy 

Marie. 
[Enters.] Pardon me papa, but mama asks, if you 
are not yet ready to go ? 

Brauer. 
[With a glance at George.] Well, as far as I am 
concerned, I am ready now ! [Takes Ms hat.] Marie, 
give him a glass of brandy to brace [him up. [Goes to 
door and returns.] . George ? 

George. 
Uncle ? [Brauer offers his hand.] My hand I can- 
not refuse you. 

Brauer. 
[Goes to door. In door.] Yes, and your heart, too, I 
will win again — or I'll be damned ! ! ! ! 

[Exits, slamming door.] 

Marie. 
What did he say to you, George? 
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George. 
Do not ask me, do not ask me ! [Walks about '.] All 
these years I have struggled and deprived myself with 
only one thing in view — to be free — free — and yet 
I must bow — I must bow. If it were not for the sake 
of this beautiful child, who is innocent of it all, I would 

be tempted to But the die is cast, the yoke is 

ready — and so am I !!!!!! ! 

Marie. 
[Softly and hesitating.] But, George, dear, here in 
this house, I see nothing for you but love — the yoke 

seems so light 

George. 
How pious and tame you have suddenly become ! 

Marie. 
I am not pious. 

George. 
What was that you said a few moments ago ? "lam 
the calamity child. I am the child of misery ; but I do 
not ask for charity." That is what you said of your- 
self, and it is also true of me. I, too, am a child of 
misery, a calamity child ; but I am a subject of charity. 
I accept all they have to give — all — all — ha, ha, 

ha ! 

Marie. 
You, George, a calamity child ? 

George. 
Yes ! Was I not picked up from the street, as my 
uncle so kindly informed me for the second time — like 
yourself? Do I not belong to this house, and am I not 
smothered with the damnable charity of my benefactors, 
like yourself ? 
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Marie. 
I receive my share with thanks. 

George. 
And you enjoy serving 

Marie. 
I enjoy serving ! ! 

George. 
But I — I wish to rule — to command ! ! ! 

Marie. 
And you shall rule — you shall command 

George. 
[Walking about and ironically .] Ah yes ! ! ! 

Marie. 
[ Timidly, ,] George ? 

George. 
Well? 

Marie. 
[The same.] Pardon me; but have you forgotten — ? 

George. 
Oh, I see ! 

Marie. 
I know it is wrong in me to annoy you at this time, 

when you are so occupied with affairs of your own 

Besides, you have already refused me once 

George. 
Wha — yes, now in spite of them all, I am my own 
master. I am responsible to no one. I have promised 
you — I shall keep my word ! ! ! ! ! 

Marie. 
Thank you, George ! 
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George. 



Oh, don't thank me ■ 



Marie. 
Where is she now? 

George. 
She is waiting, behind yonder garden hedge. 

Marie. 
My God ! Do not keep her waiting any longer ; call 
her in here. 

George. 
Gertrude is still in the house. 
Marie. 
I will get her out of the way. When I appear out 
there on the veranda, the coast is clear ! ! 
George. 
Marie, for your own sake, I warn you for the last 
time ; discovery means certain disaster. 
Marie. 
One disaster more or less, it matters little ! 

George. 
Is that your last word ? Very well, I will bring her 
to you. [Gets his hat and goes out centre door\ 
Marie. 
[Opens door L. and tails out.] Gertrude ! Gertrude ! 

[A door is heard to open.] 
Gertrude. 
[Outside, with crying voice .] What is it? 

Marie. 
Come quickly, or papa will be angry ! 

Gertrude. 
[After a moments pause.] I am coming ! [Another 
short pause and she appears in door.] 
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Marie. 
How red your eyes are ! You have been crying ! 
What's the matter, dear ? [Caressing her\ 
Gertrude. 
Where is George? 

Marie. 
[Lightly \ He went out again a few moments ago. 

Gertrude. 
And he didn't ask to see me ? 

Marie. 
He heard you were crying and did not want to dis- 
turb you. 

Gertrude. 
But, Marie, what is the matter with your own eyes? 
And you look so queerly 

Marie. 
My pet, they are the eyes that God has given me 

and 

Gertrude. 
[Suspiciously \ What? 

[A knock at door is heard\ 
Marie. 
Come in ! 

Maid Servant. 
[Enters with basket.] Here are the eggnog and cakes, 
for the pastor. Now be careful and don't crush them ! 
Marie. 
Very well ! 

[Exit Servant.] 
Gertrude. 
[Taking basket.] Good-bye, Marie ! 
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Marie. 
Good-bye, Gertie dear ! 

[Gertrude starts towards centre door.] 

Marie. 
[Frightened.] Where are you going? 

Gertrude. 
I am going through the garden across the fields; 
perhaps I will meet George. 

Marie. 
[Concerned.] No, no ; you must not walk across the 
fields alone. Papa has forbidden it. 

Gertrude. 
But I may meet George. 

Marie. 
But if you shouldn't, what then? No, no, I will not 
allow it ! I will not ! I had such a fright last night. 

Gertrude. 
[Goes up to the other door and turns back once more.] 
Marie, you are not angry with me ? 
Marie. 
[Embracing her.] My darling ! ! ! 

Gertrude. 
Then I will go that way ! [Looks all around.] Give 
my love to George ! 

Marie. 
But I won't see him, dear 

Gertrude. 
Well, perhaps you may ! 

Marie. 
In that case, I will tell him 
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Gertrude. 
Very well. 

[Exit R\ 
[Marie goes out on veranda — gives sign — 
returns — locks doors R. and L. — then at 
C. door — in terror, with searching eyes, she 
slowly retreats backwards, her eyes glued 
on the outer darkness — until she finally 
covers her face with her hands, and is 
standing against the wall.] 

George. 
[Enters.] Here she is ! ! 

Gypsy. 
[Enters. George goes out on veranda, looking off.] 
Mine lady, mine daughter — yes — don't be afraid. 
Oh, you are such a fine lady — you have lover — you 

marry, they say ? 

Marie. 
[Forcing herself to speak.] No; I'm not to be 
married ! It is Gertrude, my foster sister. 

Gypsy. 
You no marry, eh? Never mind — you marry some 
day — some day [Examining Marie's dress with her 

fingers\ What a fine dress you have, and all wool 

[Same with apron.] Oh, and a silk apron — all silk ! 
Give me, give me? 

[Marie takes it off and gives it to her.] 

Gypsy. 
Thank you — thank you ! ! ! [Kisses Marie's sleeve 
and dress, but when she would kiss her hand, MARIE 
withdraws it quickly •.] 
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Marie. 
No.no ! Ne dosu ranka! 

Gypsy. 
All right, all right ! You are fine lady. [Looks about\ 
Is the old man home, eh? 

Marie. 
No, he is out. 

Gypsy. 
That is good, that is good ! He is an old devil — is 
the old man ! All Prussians are devils. But he have 
fine house, he have ! Like a prince ! ! ! \Rubs her hand 

over table cover.] Ah, nice shawl that would make 

[Sees /men.] And what fine linen — [Motions to MARIE.] 
Come here ! 

Marie. 
[Approaching her.] What do you want? 

Gypsy. 
[Pointing with thumb \ Give me an drink — just an 
little drink ! [Indicates with finger and thumb.] 

[While MARIE turns to sideboard, she quickly 

takes two or three pieces of linen and with 

left handholds them hidden under her apron.] 

Gypsy. 

[After taking drink from MARIE.] Thanks, mine 

daughter, thanks ! [After drinking, rubs her stomach.] 

Ah, that's good, that's good ! — Give me another ! 

[MARIE fills another glass for her — she drinks it.] 

Thank you, thank you ! ! But now I must be going ! 

[In her anxiety to get out she drops one piece, 
while going to the door.] 

Marie. 
[Horrified.] Mo — mo — what were you trying to 
do? 
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Gypsy. 
[Pretending surprise. .] My, my — just see ! I found 
this out on the field. [Picks it up and puts it under her 
arm.] 

Marie. 

Put that down, it is not yours. 

Gypsy. 

[Doing so.] All right, all right — my — my — my 

Marie. 
Put down all you have ! 

Gypsy. 
I have no more, no, no more, I swear ! 

Marie. 
[Goes quickly to door and calls.] George ! 

George. 
[Enters.] Well? 

Marie. 
Give me some money ! [He gives her a gold piece.] 
[Marie to her mother\ Here, here is money; now 

give me the linen 

Gypsy. 
[Takes the money as she gives up the linen, greedily .] 
A ducat ! A whole ducat ! A golden ducat ! Mine 
daughter, thank you ! 

Marie. 
And now, go ! 

Gypsy. 
[Goes anxiously to the door.] Alright, alright !! ! 
[Throws a kiss to Marie, and quick exit.] 
Marie. 
[Quickly takes key from board.] George, take this 
key and lock the garden gate after her, so she does not 
return. 
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[George exits. Marie looks after them, then slowly 
returns to the table, leans against same, 
and stares vacantly. Knock is heard at 
door L\ 

Marie 
[Mechanically.] Come in ! 

Servant. 
[Trying the door from the out side \ The door is 
locked ! 

[Marie opens the door.] 
Servant. 
[Enters with dishes.] It is time to lay the table for 
supper — will you help me, please ? Why, what's the 

matter ? You are not listening to me 

) Marie. 

Never mind, Lena, I will set the table myself ! 

Servant. 
Will you ? Very well ! ! ! [Exit Servant.] 

George. 
[Enters. To MARIE, who does not stir.] Remember 
what I told you. But come, come, this will never do ! 

Don't stare at me like that 

Marie. 
[Leaning on him and weeping\ Oh, George ! 

George. 
[Stroking her hair.] That's it, dear, the tears will 
relieve you ! Ah, I well know the anguish of an 
aching heart! 

Marie. 
Yes, you know, you know all ! Now I have no one 
in this whole world but you — you alone. [As she 
bursts out crying she throws herself on his breast.] 
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George. 
[Stroking her hair\ Yes, yes; we two understand 
each other. We two were meant, were intended for 
each other. Were we not, dear? 

Marie. 
My God ! Yes ! ! 

George. 
And we will ever remember this day — the day that 
brought us together. It is the day before St. John's 
Eve. Will you remember it, dear? 

[Short pause. Marie silent, then struggles to 
free her self \ 

Marie. 
Don't, George ! Go away ! Please don't ! 

George. 
[Embarrassed.] But why should I suddenly go 
away, Marie? 

Marie. 
Go, George, I beg of you ! I must lay the table ! ! 
Now go ! 

George. 
Marie, you said yourself you had no one but me ! 
Marie. 

If you do not want to despise me, please go 

George. 
[With forced laugh.] I despise you? Very well — 

I'll go 

[Turns once more in the door and hesitatingly 
exits.] 

[Marie breaks down, weeping.] 
[Curtain.] 
END of the second act. 
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ACT THREE 

Same setting: Above the centre table a lighted hanging- 
lamp. Another lamp on table, L. The glass doors 
to garden are open. Full moonshine falls partly 
into the room. At rise of curtain, at table, L., are 
Brauer, Mrs. Brauer and Pastor. At centre 
table, Gertrude and George. It is evening. 



Brauer. 
Now, then, tell Marie to bring the bowl ! 

Pastor. 
Ah ! you are going to have a bowl ? 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Why, of course, Pastor. This is St. John's Eve. 
The villagers will set off tar-barrels and bonfires, and 
we will celebrate it with a bowl. 

Brauer. 
[Mischievously.] But perhaps this festival is too 
heathenish for the clergy 

Pastor. 
Bless you, that all depends. If you have not the 
clergy's sanction, then it is wicked and heathenish 

Brauer. 
But if they are invited, then it is Christianly and 
good ? Ha, ha ! 

[75] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Pastor. 
Well, I did not say that. You had better apply to 
the consistory, they are better able to decide that 
point. 

Brauer. 
Ah, Pastor, you are a diplomat. Well, what are you 
two doing over there? You are not saying a word. 
Gertrude. 
George is too lazy. He is drawing little men, and I 
am writing. 

Brauer. 
In his place I think I would prefer to draw little 
women. Eh, Pastor? 

George. 
Just as you say, uncle ! 

Brauer. 
[Aside.] What the devil is the matter with him 
to-day? Come, children, be jolly, this is St. John's 
Eve ! Ah, here is the punch ! Now, then, Gertrude, 
lend a hand ! 

[MARIE has entered with the bowl and glasses.] 

Gertrude. 
Yes, papa. 

Brauer. 
[Brinks.] Excellent, Marie ! Superb ! I tell you, 
Pastor, whoever gets her for a wife will be a lucky man 
indeed. 

Gertrude. 
[With a glass to George, who has gone back and is 
looking out.] Don't you want some, George ? 
George. 
[Caressing her, with a shy glance at Marie.] Why, 
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yes, little one, thank you ! Look, how bright and beau- 
tiful the moon shines to-night ! Everything wrapped 
as in silvery spider web ! How beautiful ! 
Marie. 
[Oppressed.] They will soon set off the bonfires. 

Brauer. 
See, see — at last you have spoken ; I feared you had 
lost your tongue. Come here, my child. Get your 

glasses, all of you Your health ! The Pastor shall 

give us a toast ; yes, yes, Pastor ! — a genuine pagan 

toast, well suited to this night! Now, tell me, my 

child, are you obliged to go to the city again to-night? 

Marie. 

Yes, papa dear. 

Brauer. 
But if I will not allow it? 

Marie. 
You gave your permission quite two weeks ago, papa 
dear! 

Brauer 
But not to go in the middle of the night ! 

Marie. 
I must go, papa. The men are to be there at seven 
in the morning, and if I am not there to give instructions 
the house will never be finished in time. 
Mrs. Brauer. 
Never mind, Henry, there is no help for it. 

Brauer. 
But look at her ! 

Marie. 
Why, papa, there is nothing the matter with me. I 
am well and merry 
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Brauer. 
You are merry, eh ? Let me hear you laugh ! 
Marie. 

[Tries to laugh,] Ha, ha, ha ! 

Brauer. 

\Imitating her.] Yes, yes — ha, ha, ha ! 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Come here, my child. [Strokes her hair.\ Did you 
sleep well last night? 

Marie. 
Yes, mama. 

Brauer. 
But if this stranger should attack you again ? 

Pastor. 
Pardon me, but what do I hear? 

Brauer. 
Oh, nothing ol importance, Pastor. [To Marie.] 

You will take the one o'clock train 

Marie. 
Yes, papa. 

Brauer. 
There is another — at four — t'will be daylight 

then 

Marie. 
But I would not reach the city in time. 

Brauer. 
Very well, you needn't go to bed, then. George can 
take you to the depot. 

Marie. 
[Startled '.] George ? 

George. 
[Startled and simultaneously.] What — I ? 
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Brauer. 
Certainly! Why not? 

Pastor. 
Pray do not think me obtrusive ; but I am at your 
service. 

Brauer. 
No, no, thank you, Pastor ; your time will come some 
other day. \Aside\ It will at least give him some- 
thing to do. \Meaning GEORGE.] 

Gertrude. 
I want to go too, papa ! I love moonshine prome- 
nades. 

Brauer. 
No, no, my pet. In the first place, it is very 
improper for lovers to be out so late at night, without a 
chaperon. 

Marie. 
I would much prefer to go alone. I am not at all 
afraid — and I do not wish to trouble George — or any 
one else 

Brauer. 
Any one else is out of the question, for in this house 
every one rises at five in the morning. [To GEORGE.] 
Now, then, what excuse have you to offer? 

George. 
Excuse? I? Why, none at all, except that she 
does not want me to go. You heard it yourself! 

Brauer. 
Have you two been quarreling again ? «- 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Don't insist, Henry, if they don't want to 
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Brauer. 
By the way, send for Mr. Paul — I wish to speak to 
him. Pastor, your health ! [Drinks.] 

[At this Marie and Gertrude go to door C, 
and speak to some one outside in pantomime. 
A voice is heard\ 

Voice. 
Mr. Paul ! Mr. Paul ! 

Paul. 
[From behind scene.] I am coming in one moment! 
[Short pause. He enters.] Here I am ! 

Brauer. 
Ah, there you are ! Give him a glass of punch ! 

Paul. 
Thank you, I have just had a glass of beer. 

Brauer. 
Very well ! Now, don't let us disturb you, children ! 
Pastor, this is the time to prepare your toast. [Aside 
to Paul.] Well, have you learned anything of this 
stranger? 

Paul. 
Not a sign of one, excepting two tramps at the inn, 
the gendarme placed under arrest; but that was the 
day before yesterday. 

Brauer. 
H'm ! If I had ever had the slightest reason to 

doubt her word Marie, my child, come here to 

me. 

Marie. 
Yes, papa ! 

Brauer. 
[Looks at her sharply .] Never mind, now. 
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Paul. 
[Aside to BRAUER.] By the way, I saw the old 
woman again ! 

Brauer 
Sh ! not so loud ! Where? 
Paul. 

She had money, too 

Brauer. 
I wonder where she stole it? 

Paul. 
I wonder ! The innkeeper said she had a gold piece. 
But don't you worry, Mr. Brauer. She will soon give us 
cause to have her locked up again. She is incorrigible ! 

Brauer 
Does she sleep at the inn? 

Paul. 
No, sir ! At night she leaves there, only to reappear 
in the morning. 

Brauer. 

H'm ! that would almost be sufficient reason 

George ! 

George. 
Uncle? 

Brauer. 
I have changed my mind. You must accompany 
Marie ! 

George. 
Just as you say, uncle ! 

Brauer. 
And no quarreling this time, Marie ! 

Marie. 
Yesj papa. 
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Gertrude. 
[On the veranda.] There, there, look ! The first 
bonfire ! ! 

\Singing and laughter is heard in distance. 
A red glow is seen.] 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Have you taken care, Mr. Paul, to keep them far 
enough away from the sheds? 
Paul. 
Yes, Mrs. Brauer ! 

Mrs. Brauer. 
For you must know, Pastor, last year the sparks 
came very near setting fire to the straw roofs. 
Gertrude. 
There is a second one now, and there on the hill, 
another. See, George, see ! How beautiful ! 
George. 
Yes, yes, darling, I see! 

Gertrude. 
[Pulls him forward softly \ Why do you call me 
darling to-day? 

George. 
Well, shan't I? 

Gertrude. 
Oh, of course; but do you love me more to-day? 

George. 
I love you always, my pet ! 

Gertrude. 
[Softly and with emotion.] But you usually call me 
" little one," and to-day nothing but " darling." 
Brauer. 
Now, then, Pastor, we are ready for the toast ! 
Take up your glass, and fire away! 
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Pastor. 
I am afraid it will be hardly as wicked and heathenish 
as you seem to expect. 

BRAUER. 
Come, come, Pastor, don't keep us waiting ! 

Pastor. 
Well, what shall I say? I am not going to preach 

you a sermon ! 

Brauer. 

No, no, Pastor; we are content to wait for that till 

Sunday. 

Pastor. 

Well, then, you see, on a beautiful and dreamy night 

like this — may I say dreamy? 

Brauer. 

You may, Pastor, you may ! 

Pastor. 

For we all dream at times, more or less, both young 

and old ! 

Brauer. 

Ah, yes ! that is a failing we all have ! ! ! 
Pastor. 

On such a dreamy night, different emotions are 
aroused within us. We seem to be able to look into 
the future, and imagine ourselves able to fathom all 
mystery and heal all wounds. The common becomes 
elevated, our wishes become fate ; and now we ask our- 
selves : What is it that causes all this within us — all 
these desires and wishes? It is love, brotherly love, 
that has been planted in our souls, that fills our lives ; 
and, it is life itself. Am I not right ? And now, with 
one bound, I will come to the point. In the revelation 
you will find : " God is love." Yes, God is love ; and 
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that is the most beautiful trait of our religion — that the 
best, the most beautiful within us, has been granted us 
by Him above. Then how could I, this very evening, 
so overcome with feeling for my fellow-man — how 
could I pass Him by? Therefore, Mr. Brauer, no 
matter, whether pastor or layman, I must confess my 
inability to grant your wish, and decline to give you a 
genuine pagan toast 

Brauer. 
[Grasps his hand.] That was well spoken, Pastor ! 
Pardon me, I was only jesting ! 

George. 
No, no, dear uncle, not altogether. There I must 
defend you against yourself. A devout and pious man 
like yourself, t'was not entire wantonness, your desire 
to hear something other than religious, and since the 
Pastor has so eloquently withdrawn, I will give you a 
toast. For, you see, my dear Pastor, something of the 
old pagan, a spark of heathenism, is still glowing some- 
where within us all. It has outlived century after cen- 
tury, from the time of the old Teutons. Once every 
year that spark is fanned into flame — it flames up high, 
and then it is called " The Fires of St. John." Once 
every year we have " free night." Then the witches ride 
upon their brooms — the same brooms with which their 
witchcraft was once driven out of them — with scorn- 
ful laughter the wild hordes sweep across the tree-tops, 
up, up, high upon the Blocksberg ! Then it is, when 
in our hearts awake those wild desires which our fates 
could not fulfill — and, understand me well, dared not 
fulfill — then, no matter what may be the name of the law 
that governs the world on that day, in order that that 
one single wish may become a reality, by whose grace 

[84] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

we prolong our miserable existence, thousand others 
must miserably perish. Part because they were never 
attainable; but the others, yes, the others, because 
we allowed them to escape us like wild birds, 
which, though already in our hands, but too listless to 
profit by opportunity, we failed to grasp at the right 
moment. But no matter. Once every year we have 
" free night." And yonder tongues of fire shooting up 
towards the heavens — do you know what they are? 
They are the spirits of our dead and perished wishes ! 
That is the red plumage of our birds of paradise we 
might have petted and nursed through our entire lives, 
but have escaped us ! That is the old chaos, the 
heathenism within us; and though we be happy in 
sunshine and according to law, to-night is St. John's 
night. To its ancient pagan fires I empty this glass. 
To-night they shall burn and flame up high — high — 
and again high ! Will no one drink to my toast ? 

[Pause.] 

Marie. 

[Trembling.] I will ! 

[They look into each other's eyes and clink 
glasses.] 

Gertrude. 
[Hesitatingly .] I, too, George ! 
George. 
[Stroking her hair sadly, patronizing.] Yes, yes ; 
you, too. 

Brauer. 
[Suddenly bursting out.] You — you idiots ! What 
do you know about it, anyway ? I — I didn't under- 
stand it myself, but I have a presentiment there is 
something sinful about it all ! 
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Pastor. 
My dear Mr. von Harten, above all your heathenism 
watches our good old God, our Father, and therefore I 
fearlessly drink to your toast. 

Brauer. 
Well, well, I'll not be the only exception. [Drinks 
also. A glow much nearer, behind the trees. Louder 
yelling and laughter \ Well, what is it now ? 

Paul. 
They are dangerously near the sheds now. 

Brauer. 
Didn't I tell you to take the proper precautions? 

Paul. 
I did. They had only three tar-barrels early this 
evening. Where they got the fourth from, I don't 
know. 

Brauer. 
I'll wager they found the barrel of axle-grease ! 
Why didn't you lock it up ? 

Paul. 
You know yourself, on this day no lock or key is of 
any avail. 

Brauer. 
Don't talk nonsense, but see what's to be done. I 
will be there myself, presently. Be quick ! [Paul 
exits.] I can't depend on anybody these days ! Where , 
is my hat? [Marie gets it.] 

Gertrude. 
Can't we go, too, papa? 

Brauer. 
Will you come, wife? 
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Mrs. Brauer. 
Yes, gladly, but stop scolding. There isn't a breath 
of air stirring, and therefore no danger. 

Brauer. 
Come along, Pastor ! 

[Exit Brauer, George, Gertrude and Mrs. 
Brauer.] 

Pastor. 
Won't you accompany us, Miss Marie ? 

Marie. 
No, thank you, Pastor ! 

Pastor. 
Then may I remain with you for a while ? 

Several Voices. 
[Outside, calling.] Pastor, Pastor ! 

Pastor. 
[Speaks through door.] I will be with you in a 
moment ! [To Marie.] Well, may I ! 
Marie. 
Why, certainly, if it gives you pleasure ! 

Pastor. 
Pleasure is hardly the proper word. I wanted to 
thank you for insisting upon my writing the bridal- 
poem. It has been a work of pleasure, I assure you. 
Do you like it? 

Marie. 
It is very nice, Pastor ! 

Pastor. 
Have you memorized it already? 

Marie. 
I think so ! 
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Pastor. 
Then would you mind reciting it for me? Come, I 
will assist you : " The flowers, the beautiful blossoms " 
Well? " are a maiden's " 

Marie. 
No, Pastor ! 

Pastor. 
You are acting so strangely to-day ! You are so 

shy — so 

Marie. 
The St. John's night oppresses me ! 

Pastor. 
That will soon be over. 

Marie. 
Would that it were over now ! 

Pastor. 
Perhaps the thought of traveling alone at night has 
something to do with it? 

Marie. 
Oh! [Recovering herself — lightly, ,] You are right, 
Pastor ; but it can't be helped ! 

Pastor. 
Shall I come with you? Oh, I'll find something to 
be done in the city. I won't even have to ask permis- 
sion. Anyway, I am longing for a glimpse of the good 
old town. I will inform the old pastor — I don't 
think he has retired as yet 

Marie. 

Then please tell him I usually visit him 

myself every day, but now, just before the wedding, it's 
impossible for me to call. Will you please tell him 
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that? I am so fond of him! Tell him that, and in 
thought I kiss his hand. 

Pastor. 
Certainly. And may I accompany you ! 

Marie. 
No, thank you, Pastor ! 

Pastor. 

Now let us speak openly, Miss Marie. I have been 

watching you all the evening. You appear to me — 

what shall I call it — like a mouse before a cat ! You 

need a protector ; some one in whom you can confide, 

some one 

Marie. 
And so you would like to be my father confessor ! 
Eh, Pastor? 

Pastor. 
You know very well we do not have that institution 
in the Protestant Church, though at times it might 

prove a blessing 

Marie. 
[Mischievously .] And then again it might not? 

Pastor. 
You are quite right. We should all rely more upon 

ourselves 

Marie. 
[ With emphasis.] I do that, Pastor, I do ! 

Pastor. 
Yes, my dear Marie — pardon me, I should not 
have said that — and yet I must speak frankly with 

you ; you seem to have a fear — a dread 

Marie. 
Of the cat ? 
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Pastor. 
I wish I knew ! ! ! 

Marie. 
But supposing I were the cat, who would then be the 
mouse ? 

Pastor. 
That would be sinful and wicked in you ! ! ! 

Marie. 
But one cannot be the cat and the mouse at the 
same time? 

Pastor. 
Yes, one can ! But he who does, plays with his own 
destruction ! 

Marie. 
And if one destroys one's self, who cares? 

Pastor. 
You should not talk like that, Miss Marie. 

Marie. 
Oh, it is all nonsense, all nonsense, for to-night is 
St. John's night. Do you see that fire yonder, Pastor? 
They had to put it out ! But there, on the hill — look, 
there, there ! How beautiful ! How wild ! 
Pastor. 
Yes, and when you look closely, it is nothing more 
than a mass of dirty lumber. 

Marie. 
For shame, Pastor ! 

Pastor. 
Like everything that blazes, except the sun 

Marie. 
You should not have said that, Pastor — you should 
not. I don't want it ! I will not have you slander my 
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St. John's fires ! I want to enjoy it once — only once — 
then nevermore ! ! ! 

Pastor. 
[Disturbed.] My dear Miss Marie, I do not under- 
stand the reason for your agitation, and I will not 
question you ! But of your struggles — you shall know 
that you have a friend near you, on whom you can rely, 
now and for all time to come. Marie, I don't know how 
to express myself ; but I desire to shield and protect 
you all your life — I will worship you 

Marie. 
Pastor, do you know who and what I am ? 

Pastor. 
I do! 

Marie. 
And who my mother is ? 

Pastor. 
I know all ! 

Marie. 
Pastor, how am I to understand this? 

Pastor. 
Marie, I know I should not have spoken, at least not 
now. I should have waited — it was stupid of me, I 
know; but I have such a fear — a fear for you. You 
are going to the city to-night and I don't know what 
may happen ! But you shall know before you go, where 
you belong and that your future is assured ! 
Marie. 
[ With a sigh of relief — almost a sob.] Ah — ah — 

ah ! 

Pastor. 
Marie, I do not want an answer now. Besides, I must 
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first notify my father. Though he is but a simple 

farmer, he shall not be slighted Marie 

Marie. 
[Shrinking — dully, .] Yes, that is — perhaps — what 
I need — ah ! [Sinks in chair.] 
Pastor. 
Why, what is the matter ? Shall I get you a glass of 
water? Or would you prefer wine ? 
Marie. 
[With an effort. \ Wine — wine — there — in the 
bowl ! [He helps her — she drinks.] Thank you ! 
[Stirred.] No one has ever waited on me before ! 

Pastor. 

I will carry you upon my hands 

Marie. 
Very well, Pastor ; but no one must know before the 
wedding ! 

Pastor. 
Perhaps on the wedding day — at the wedding feast? 
Papa might make the announcement; that would be 
such a fitting occasion ! 

Marie. 
No, no ! I will have to much to do then. 

Pastor. 
Then, when the happy pair have gone? 

Marie. 
[With sudden, impulsive decision.] Yes, when they 
have gone ! 

Pastor. 
[Takes her hand.] Thank you, Miss Marie. 

[ Voices are heard outside.] 
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Marie. 
Sh — [Withdrawing her hand] 

Gertrude. 
[Enters.] Ah, here you are, Pastor; we have been 
looking for you everywhere ! 

Pastor. 
I am coming now, Miss Gertrude. 
Gertrude. 
It's too late, Pastor, they are all returning ! 

Pastor. 
Impossible ! Well, well, how the time passes, and one 
hardly knows how ! 

[Exit Pastor] 
Marie. 
[Embracing Gertrude.] Will you forgive me, 
darling? 

Gertrude. 
[Timidly] I have nothing to forgive ! 

Marie. 
Do not say that ! I have done everything — every- 
thing — you must 

[Enter all] 
Brauer. 
Well, my dear Pastor, time stands still for no one ; so 
you had better stop excusing yourself and empty your 
glass. 'Twill all come out right in the end. 
Pastor. 
I think I had better go now; for here every one is 
making fun of me. 

Brauer. 
Pastor, I need hardly tell you, that you are always 
welcome in this house. 
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Pastor. 
I am sure of it, Mr. Brauer ! If I did not think so, I 

would not take that matter so lightly 

Brauer. 

[Jokingly threatens him with finger.] Pastor 

Pastor. 
[With a happy glance at Marie.] Good-night. 
[Shakes hands with all.] 

Brauer. 
Good-night ! 

Pastor. 
Good-night, Miss Marie ! 

Marie. 
[Shaking his hand.] Good-night, Pastor ! 

[GEORGE, with a questioning glance, advances 
a step or two.] 

Brauer. 
George, see the Pastor to the gate ! 

George. 
[As though awakening.] Yes, uncle. 

[Both exit] 
Mrs. Brauer. 
Well, Henry, everything has quieted down ! 

Brauer. 
It's about time, too ! Why, its eleven o'clock 1 
Come, let's to bed. 

Gertrude. 
Good-night, papa ! 

Brauer. 
[Affectionately.] Good-night, my pet ! 

Marie. 
Good-night ! 
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Brauer. 
By the bye — when will you be back ? 

Marie. 
To-morrow, about ten, papa ! 

Brauer. 
Now be careful ; no unnecessary exertions — under- 
stand ? The day of the wedding will be hard enough on 
all of us. 

Marie. 
Yes, papa dear ! [Kisses Aim.] 

George. 
[Enters at this moment.] We have still an hour and 
a quarter till train time. I will wait for you here, Marie. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
You might help each other pass away the time. 

Gertrude. 
I want to sit up, too. 

Brauer. 
Tut, tut, my pet ; you go to bed, you need the rest. 

Gertrude. 
[Whiningly .] Well then, good-night. 

Marie. 

[In silent fear.] I can't stay here Mama, I want 

to ask you about something 

George. 
Then you will come down in time for the train? 

Marie. 
Yes, in time for the train. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Good-night, George. 
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George. 
Good-night, auntie ! 

[Exit Mrs. Brauer, Gertrude and Marie.] 

Brauer. 
You know where my cigars are ? 

George. 
Yes! 

Brauer. 
And if you need anything to keep you awake — I 
have left the key 

George. 
[In monosyllables] Thank you ! 

Brauer. 
Well, what in 

George. 

What's the matter Oh, my dear uncle, if I have 

failed to pay you the necessary respect, I beg your 
pardon. 

Brauer. 
Respect? Oh, damn you and your respect! 

G e o r g e . 
Uncle 

Brauer. 
See here, perhaps I did wrong? 

George. 
You — wrong ? How ? 

Brauer. 
Have you forgotten what passed between us yester- 
day? 

George. 
My dear uncle, that seems to me so far, far away ! 
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Brauer. 
It strikes me you are going at a pretty fast gait ! 

George. 
At any rate, uncle, do not worry about it. It will all 
come out right in the end. [As he is listening towards 
the door, gives a sudden start.] 

Brauer. 
What's the matter? 

George. 
I thought I heard some one 

Brauer. 
Some one of the family perhaps, upstairs. Very well, 
then all is well, my boy ! Good-night, my son. 

George. 
Good-night, uncle ! 

[Brauer exits, shaking his head.] 

George. 
[Sits at table — tries to read — listens, goes to door 
C. — calls out softly into the garden.] Who is there? 
[Still softer.] Is that you, Marie ? 
Gertrude. 
[ Whining outside] It's only me ! 

George. 
[Surprised.] Gertrude, what do you want? 

Gertrude. 
[Gertrude enters in nightgown and flowing hair] I 
am so uneasy, George dear; I just wanted to look at 
you once more before going to sleep. 

George. 

But, little one, if papa should see you like this 

Quick, go back to your room. 
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Gertrude. 
I cannot, my heart is so heavy. 
George 
How so, dear? 

Gertrude. 
George, I have been thinking ; I really am not good 
enough to be your wife. 

George. 
Wha — what nonsense 

Gertrude. 
I am too silly — oh, yes ; I never know what to say 
to you ! I am so stupid. 

George. 
Why, my child — darlirjg — pet 

Gertrude. 
A while ago, out in the garden, and the moon shin- 
ing so brightly, you walked by my side in deep 

silence 

George . 
Why, mama was with us 

Gertrude. 
George, it is yet time. If you love some one else 

George. 
In heaven's name, child, have you ever mentioned 
this to any one ? 

Gertrude. 
Only to papa ; he was very angry and scolded me 
dreadfully. 

George. 
H'm ! Now listen to me, my pet 
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Gertrude. 
Rather than make you unhappy, I would jump into 

the river 

George. 
In the first place, your presence here in this condi- 
tion is decidedly improper 

Gertrude. 

But we are to be married in three days 

George. 
So much more reason. [Stroking her hair\ What 
beautiful hair you have, dear ! 

Gertrude. 
[Happily.] Do you like it? 

George. 
And in the second place, I will have none other than 
you. We will love each other very much. At first 
you will be my playmate — and then — later, perhaps — 
my real mate. Are you satisfied ? 

Gertrude. 
Yes, dear ! 

George. 
And now, you must go to bed ! 

Gertrude. 
Then I will wrap myself in my hair — and I will 
dream of you and what you said — that it is beautiful — 
and so I will fall asleep. Good-night, George dear ! 

George. 
[Kisses her on the forehead\ Good-night ! 

[He gloomily takes position at table with a sigh 
when Gertrude exits, covering his face 
with his hands. Marie enters softly .] 
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George. 

Marie, you have come 

Marie. 
It is early yet, is it not? 

George. 
We have a full hour more. Have they all gone to 
bed? 

Marie. 
I think so. All the lights are out. 
George. 

Come, sit here 

Marie. 
I — I — I think I will go back upstairs ! 

George. 
No, no ; here is something to read ! You see, I'm 
reading myself. 

Marie. 
Very well. [Sits.] But, George, I would really pre- 
fer to go to the depot alone. 

George. 
[Softty.] Marie ! [She shuts her eyes.] Are you 
tired ? [She shakes her head.] One whole hour I will 
have you all to myself ! 

Marie. 

George 

George. 
Marie ! ! ! 

Marie. 
The fires have all gone out, I suppose? 

George. 
Ah, yes ; a small pyre of wood — it is soon burned 
down! 
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Marie. 
And then it's as dark as ever ! ! ! But, George, how 
beautifully you spoke this evening! I have never 
heard anything like it before. 

George. 
You were the only one who understood me. 

Marie. 
No wonder! It was as though I spoke the words 

myself — that is, I don't mean to say 

George. 
What, dear? 

Marie. 
Oh, you know ! 

George. 
But I don't know ! 

Marie. 
[After a pause.] George, I have something to con- 
fess to you. In fact, that is why I came down here so 
soon. You shall know it, you alone. I have this day 

given my hand 

George. 
[With a start] Marie!!!/ 

Marie. 
[Astonished] Well? 

George. 
To whom? 

Marie. 
Why, to the pastor ! Who else could it be ? There 
is no one else ! 

George. 
[Reproachfully] Why did you do that? Why did 
you? 
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Marie. 
I have my whole life before me, and the fires [point- 
ing- to fields and to heart] will not burn forever 

George. 
[Bitterly .] You should not have done it — you — 

it is a 

Marie. 
Sh — not so loud ! 

George. 
But you do not love him at all ! ! ! ! 

Marie. 
How do you know? 

George. 
[Bitterly.] How? Of course, how should I? I 
don't know ! Pardon me ! Well, I congratulate you ! 
Marie. 
[Quietly.] Thank you ! 

George. 
But why am I the first one to be taken into your 
confidence? Why not uncle? We two have not been 

so intimate as 

Marie. 
No, we two have not been very intimate — I only 

thought 

George. 
So, then, we have both our burden; and we soon 
will have to part. Therefore we can now safely speak 
of the past. My manuscript you read ! You even 
went so far as to perjure yourself on account of it. Oh, 
you don't mind a little thing like that ! I wish I were 
the same ! You know the subject of my verses, and 
we must now understand each other fully. Now, tell 
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me openly, why, why did you treat me so unkindly, to 
say nothing worse, in former days? 

Marie. 
Did I, George? 

George. 
Tis hardly necessary to remind you of all the indig- 
nities you heaped upon me. It almost seemed to me 
as if you purposely intended to drive me mad. Do 
yon remember the day when I followed you into the 
cellar, and you turned and ran out and locked the door, 
and compelled me to remain there all night? 

Marie. 
[Smiling.] Yes, I remember! 

George. 
Why did you do that? 

Marie. 
That is very simple. You are Count von Harten — 
and I? — I am but a poor Lithuanian foundling — aye, 
worse than that. If you follow such a one into the 
cellar, she knows, or at least thinks she knows, your 
purpose. 

George. 
So, that was the reason ! And at the same time you 
went under your manzanillo-tree to die? 

Marie. 
[Nods.] 

George. 
And did you never realize the real state of things? 
Gertrude was then still a child — and because I could 
not win you, I took her. Did that thought never occur 
to you ? 
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Marie. 
How could I ever dare to think that? 

George. 
But later? 

Marie. 
The day before yesterday, when I read your book, I 
felt it for the first time. 

George. 

And now, it is too late 

Marie. 
Yes, now it is too late ! Had I felt then as I do 

now, I would not have resisted you 

George. 
Marie, do you know what you are saying? 

Marie. 
\Breaking out.] Oh I don't care, I don't care ! It is 
my fate. You must rule and govern — and I — I must 
serve ; and in the end — we both must die 

George. 
Marie, you should be loved, you must be loved — 
beyond all senses — loved beyond all measure ! 

Marie. 
{Pointing towards R.] He loves me ! 

George. 
He? — Bah!!! 

Marie. 
Don't be angry, George dear ; you don't dare love 
me yourself. You can never be anything to me ! 

George. 
No, never ; for this house must be kept clean. No, 
no, this house must not be soiled. We would both 
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suffocate in our shame. But we can think of what 
might have been; that is not sin, is it? 
Marie. 
What were your words? "They are the wild birds of 
paradise, that have escaped us." That was it, was it 
not? How beautiful ! 

George. 
I don't remember ! 

Marie. 
But I am not a wild bird, George ; I am tame — so 

tame 

George. 
You are tame? 

Marie. 
For you, George dear, only for you ! ! ! 

George. 
Marie, my love ! [Strokes her hair affectionally , then 
moves away.] No, no, we must be strong ! Only a 
few minutes ago, Gertrude came softly down those 

stairs ; if she should come again — my God ! 

Marie. 
What did she want? 

George. 

You can imagine 

Marie. 
The poor thing ! But you will love her? 

George. 
As well as possible ! But then I must not think of 
you. 

Marie. 
But you must not think of me — and I will try and 
not think of you ! 
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George. 
Never, Marie? 

Marie. 
Only occasionally — on holidays 

George. 
Only then? 

Marie. 
And on St. John's eve 

George. 
When the fires are burning? 

Marie. 
Yes, and when the fires are out, then I shall cry 

George. 
Marie ! ! ! ! 

Marie . 
No, no, George, sit still — I will sit here. Someone 
might be in the garden, after all. 

George. 
They are all sound asleep ! 

Marie. 
Even so ! We must be brave ; not for mine — but for 
your sake, George. 

George. 
Why did you say that? What do you think of me? 

Marie. 
I think you are hard-hearted. 

George. 
And yet you love me? 

Marie. 
Yes, I love you, for your own sake. For you have had 
to struggle and fight — and that is what made you what 
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you are. I have also fought and struggled ; but I have 
lost faith in myself — lost faith in everything. If you 
only knew ! ! Sometimes I am afraid of myself — some- 
times I would commit murder, so restless and without 
peace I am. 

George. 
With me you would have found peace. We would 
have worked together and planned through half the 
nights — and you know how ambitious I am. 

Marie. 
And so am I, for you ! You should be the first and 
greatest. They all shall bow before you — I myself will 
kneel before you and say to you : " You love to rule 
and command? Now rule — now command !!!!!!" 

\Throws herse If before him — her arms around 
his knees, looking up.] 
George. 
Marie, in heaven's name rise ! If any one should see 

you so 

Marie. 

Let them see me 

George. 
Marie!! 

Marie. 
[Rising.] You are right. It was low in me. But 

he who originates where I do, is low — so low 

George. 
Don't think of it, Marie ! Think of this house and 
all the love it has given you ! 

Marie. 
How quiet everything is — not a sound to be heard — 
as silent as the grave 
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George. 

Then be content, for they have buried us together ! 

Marie. 

'If they only had ! 

George. 
And see the pale moon — how it throws its silvery 
rays over the garden — and yonder is your manzanillo- 
tree. 

Marie. 
Yes, yes, do you see it ? 

George. 
And its white, trembling leaves ; see, see, each one 
seems alive — though not a breath of air is stirring. 
Come, let us go to it. 

Marie. 

[Cowering.] No, no, I think it is time — we must 

George. 

Sh!— Sh ! 

Marie. 
What is it? 

George. 
There — something moved. It must be Gertrude. 
[Goes to door C. and calls] " Gertrude ! ! !" 

[Snort pause. \ 
Marie. 
You must have been mistaken ! 
George. 
No, no ; I saw a shadow. " Gertrude ! " Remain 
here, I'll go see ! [Exit into garden.] 

Marie. 

Oh, I'm so afraid, George — so afraid ! 

[Pause.] 
[GEORGE returns, pale and agitated, trying 
to control himself \ 
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Marie. 
Who was it? Who was it? 

George. 
Oh, no one — no one 

Marie. 
Yes, there was — I can see it in your face ! ! Was it 
Gertrude ? 

George. 
No. 

Marie. 
Then it was papa? 

George. 
No, no. 

Marie. 
George, you are as pale as death; What has hap- 
pened ? Tell me ! 

George. 
Nothing, nothing ! There was a stranger in the 
garden — I sent him away. 

Marie. 
What stranger? 

George. 
[Pained.] Do not ask me ! 

Marie. 
[Dully. .] Oh, I know — I know! It was — my 
mother 

George. 
Well, since you have said it 

Marie. 
What did she want? But why do I ask? [Covers 
her face with her hands.] Oh, my God — my God ! ! ! ! 

George. 
Marie! 
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Marie. 
[Suddenly.] Close the blinds — I have a fear — 
tight — so!! Now put up the bars — so — and here, 

so — so 

George. 
[Embracing her.] Marie ! my darling ! ! ! ! 

Marie. 
Hold me tight ! ! ! 

George. 
Like this? 

Marie. 
Yes, like that ! [She moves close to him.] Here I 
want to sit still 

George. 
[Looks at watch\ If we only have time to catch 

that train [The whistle of a locomotive is heard 

in the distance. He starts.] Did you hear that? 

Marie. 
[Smilingly.] Yes ! 

George. 
What was it? 

Marie. 
It was the train ! 

George. 
Can you hear it this far ? 

Marie. 
At night you can ! 

George. 
[Sinks into chair L. of table, back to audience.] 
My God ! what shall we do now ? 
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Marie. 
{Softly.] I will tell you what we will do ! We will 
sit still here — quietly — till the next train — till four 
o'clock ! ! ! ! 

[Throws herself upon George, passionately 
kissing him.] 

George. 
Marie ! My love, my all ! [Kisses her.\ 

Marie. 
Kiss me again ! Now, then, do you understand me ? 

I am my own master, and care not for myself 

To-night is St. John's night ! !!!!!! 
George. 

And the fires are burning low 

Marie. 

No, no ; let them burn 

George. 
Yes, yes ; let them burn — they shall burn ! ! ! ! ! 

[Marie disengages herself.] 
Marie. 
Kiss me no more — let me kiss you — I will take all 
upon myself — I will take all the consequences — my 

motker is a thief, and so am 1 1 George 

[Throws herself into his arms with complete 
abandon.] 

[Lights out. Curtain.] 



END OF THE THIRD ACT. 



[Ill] 
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ACT FOUR 

Same setting. Morning. Centre table is decorated 
with flowers. Brauer, George and Gertrude 
are on veranda at rise of curtain. In open door, 
C, Mrs. Brauer. All listening to quartet, sing- 
ing, " This is the day of our Lord" by Kreutser. 
As curtain rises, Katie enters, L., listens also, and 
dries her eyes. At the end of the serenade, Brauer 
starts to make an address, and with George and 
Gertrude leaves the veranda. 

Katie. 
Mrs. Brauer, I would like to speak to you a moment. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[ Wiping her eyes.] What is it, Katie ? 
Katie. 

[Sniveling.] Oh, I'm so happy 

[Church bells are heard softly in the distanced 
Mrs. Brauer. 
There go the church bells. Have you put plenty of 
wine and luncheon in the arbor? 
Katie. 
Yes, ma'am ! Miss Marie and I have prepared a lot ! 

Mrs. Brauer. 
What did you want to see me about? 
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Katie. 
I wanted to ask you about the roast ; shall we put it 
in the oven now, and just warm it up for dinner? 

Miss Marie thinks 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Never mind ! I'll be down in the kitchen in a 
moment ! 

Katie. 
And another thing, Mrs. Brauer; won't you please 
try and get Miss Marie to take a little rest? She has 
been hard at work since two o'clock this morning, and 
all day yesterday she was in the city. She can't stand 
it. 

Mrs. Brauer. 
Oh, on a day like this, we must all put our shoulders 
to the wheel. 

Katie. 
Ah, Mrs. Brauer, you and I are old, and not much 
good for anything but work; but we must spare our 
young people. Why, at times she almost gives out. 
Mrs. Brauer. 
Well, I will come and see for myself. 

Katie. 
Thank you ! ! ! Oh, such a day ! ! ! I am so 

happy [Exit both L.\ 

Brauer. 
[Enters with George and Gertrude.] Thank 
goodness, that's over. Let me see : first it was the 
old soldiers, then the Turners, and now the Singing 

Society But do you know, I am so sick of all 

this wine — give me a brandy. 

Gertrude. 
[Gets drink from sideboard '.] Yes, papa! 
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Brauer. 
[To George.] And what's the matter with you? 

George 
[ With a sigh.] Nothing ! 

Brauer. 
[Imitating Aim.] Nothing ! ! ! I can't quite make 
you out Here, have a drink ? 

George. 
No, thank you ! 

Brauer. 
Well, then, don't ! Your health, my pet ! 

Gertrude. 
Drink hearty, papa ! 

Brauer. 
[Rises.] The carriage will arrive here sharply at 
ten ! Understand ? 

George. 
Yes! 

Brauer. 
And your friend from the city — we will find him at 
the station? 

George. 
Yes ; he arrives quarter to ten. 

Brauer. 
For we must have two witnesses. — Do you know 
what I would like ? [ Tapping him on breast.] I would 
like to be able to look in there. 

Gertrude. 
Oh, let him alone, papa ! He is now my George. If 
I am satisfied with him 

[»4] 



THE FIRES OF ST. JOHN 

Brauer. 
You are right ! He who gets my child can laugh — 
but he also shall laugh. Understand ? [Exit R.] 

Gertrude. 
Never mind him, George dear. You need not laugh 
if you don't want to. Not on my account. [Be/Is.] 
Do you hear, George? The church bells, ringing 
softly, singing, like human voices ! ! ! ! That is for you 
and me ! ! 

George. 
Why for us? 

Gertrude. 
It is the old pastor's desire ; half an hour this morn- 
ing, and then again this afternoon, when we exchange 
rings. Do you know, George, mama says a bride's 
dream the night before her wedding is surely an omen. 
Do you believe that? 

George. 
[Preoccupied.] Yes. 

Gertrude. 
I dreamed last night of a large, yellow wheat-field, in 
which a poor little rabbit had hidden itself ; and high 
above, in the air, I saw a large hawk. Then it ap- 
peared to me that I was the little rabbit, and in fear 
and dread I called out " George ! George ! " when 

suddenly it shot down upon me! — just think 

George. 
And then? 

Gertrude. 
Then I awoke. The cold perspiration stood thickly 
upon my brow Oh, George dear, you will pro- 
tect me? You won't let any one hurt me, will you? 
For I am only a poor little rabbit, after all 
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George. 
\Staring before him.] My God ! 
Gertrude. 
George, I wanted to ask you something. 

George. 
Well? 

Gertrude. 

You don't love some one else, do you? 
George. 

[Disturbed.] But, my child 

Gertrude. 
Well, you know that if a bride cannot laugh on her 

wedding day, she loves another 

George. 

Why, nonsense 

Gertrude. 
[Unshaken.] Oh, yes, George; I read it myself. 
And even if you do, George, I feel so — my love for you 
is so great, it could move mountains. I love you so 

dearly She will surely learn to forget you, I will 

love you so much. 

George. 

But, my pet 

Gertrude. 
No, no, George. You see, I don't blame you so 
much. How could I? For what am I, compared to 
other women? — George, does she love you so very 

much? 

George. 

Who? 

Gertrude. 
Oh, you know. But don't worry, George dear ; she 
will forget you in time ! Don't you remember Robert, 
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our neighbor's son? He threatened to kill himself if I 
didn't marry him, and he has already forgotten me ! 
And to-day, when we stand at the altar, at the Doxol- 
ogy and the exchange of rings, I will nudge you softly, 
and then we will both pray to our good Father in 
heaven to make it easy for her ; for no one shall be 
unhappy on this day ! Why, George, you are cry- 
ing!!!! 

George. 
Crying — I ? 

Gertrude. 
Why, yes ! Here are two large tears runnning down 
your cheek. [Wipes his eyes with her handkerchief.] 

So there 

George. 
Tell me, my pet ; and if we should be parted, after 
all? 

Gertrude. 
How could that be possible? 
George. 

If I should die — or 

Gertrude. 
[Embracing him\ No, no ! Don't say that ! Don't 
say that ! ! ! 

[MARIE appears in door, seeing embrace.] 
George. 

[Startled.] Some one is here 

Gertrude. 
It is only Marie. 

Marie. 
[Pointedly.] You seem to be particularly affection- 
ate to-day. 
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Gertrude. 
[Miffed] We always love each other. Oh, perhaps 

that doesn't please you 

Marie. 
It is nothing to me ! 

Gertrude. 
[Ha// jesting] Besides, what do you want here? 
Isn't there anything to do in the kitchen? 
Marie. 
[Stung, but controlling herself] Mama has sent 

me 

Gertrude. 
Yes, yes, dear; you are just in time to dress my 
hair. Have you hairpins? 

Marie. 
[Shaking her head] I will get some. [Reels] 

Gertrude. 
[Affectionately] What's the matter, dear ? Oh, you 
must be tired ! 

Marie. 
I am not tired. 

Gertrude. 
Yes, yes, you are. Now you sit down here. I will 
fetch them myself. [Quick exit] 

Marie. 
[Full of fear] Gertrude ! ! ! 

George. 
I must speak with you ! 

Marie. 
Speak ; I am listening. 

George. 
Why this tone ? Does it perhaps mean that between 
us all is over? 
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Marie. 
If it is or is not, it matters little. 

George. 
Am I, then, to understand 

Marie. 
My God ! Have you not Gertrude ? But now I saw 
her in your arms ! What do you want with me ? 

George. 
I must speak with you 

Marie. 

Not now 

Gertrude. 

[Re-enters.] Here are the hairpins. [MARIE takes 

them\ I have also brought my dressing-sacque and 

combs. Now we will excuse you for a little while, 

George dear. You can give your judgment later. 

G EORGE. 

[ With a glance at Marie.] May I not remain ? 

Gertrude. 

No, no. You would criticise and find fault, and 

embarrass Marie, and me, too. Now be good, George, 

and go into the garden. [GEORGE exits.] 

Marie. 

[Holding sacque.] Will you put this on ? 

Gertrude. 
No, I will put it around me. 

Marie. 
As you please. How do you want your hair 
dressed, high or low? 

Gertrude. 
But Marie, we had decided upon that ! Have you 
forgotten ? 
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Marie. 
Oh, pardon me — I — of course we had ! 

Gertrude. 
Then give me a kiss ! 

[Marie suddenly takes her head in both hands 
and stares at her.] 

Gertrude. 
[Frightened.] Why do you look at me so strangely ? 

Marie. 
[Embraces her fiercely .] My darling ! ! ! ! 

Gertrude. 
Oh, you hurt me ! 

Marie. 

Perhaps you hurt me, too 

Gertrude. 
I ? How so ? 

Marie. 
[Has begun to comb.] How can you ask? You are 
about to be married — and — and — I — I am jealous 
of you ! 

Gertrude. 
Just wait, Marie, dear. [Sings.] 

" In a year, in a year, when the nightingale comes " 

Marie. 
[Intensely.] When the nightingale comes? 

Gertrude. 
You will be Pastor's wife. [Laughs.] 

[Marie, with one braid in her hand, bending 
back, laughing loudly and forced.] 

Gertrude. 
[In pain] Oh, you are pulling my hair 
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Marie. 
Any one as happy as you should be able to bear a 
a little pain. There ! I will braid it into your hair — 
for you are happy, are you not? Very happy? 
Gertrude. 
Yes ! I am — that is — I would like to be — but 
George — he is so sad. 

Marie. 
George f 

Gertrude. 
Yes! 

Marie. 
\Lurkingly\ Perhaps you were right ! Perhaps he 
does love another ! 

Gertrude. 
[Softly groaning.] Oh, why did you say that? 
Marie. 

Because No, no — how could he ? That was 

wicked in me, wasn't it? How could he think of 
another, when he looks at you ? 

Gertrude. 
No, no, Marie, you are right ! I told him so myself ! 

Marie. 
[Slowly and marked.] And what did he say? 

Gertrude. 
He ? — He said nothing ! And then — he cried 

Marie. 
[Triumphantly] He cried? George cried? Have 
you ever seen him do that before ? 

Gertrude. 
No, never ! 
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Marie. 

[To herself \ He cried 

Gertrude. 
And then he said : " What if we should be parted, 
after all?" 

Marie. 
If who should be parted — you and he ? 
Gertrude. 

Yes — if he should die 

Marie. 
If he — oh, that is what he meant ! Oh, well, he just 
wanted to say something. [With forced lightness\ 
Gertrude. 
Of course he did. But what about the other woman? 
Oh, I didn't let him see that I cared — and for the time 
I didn't care, really ; but now, when I think of it ! My 
God ! — if it were really so ! If I only knew !!!!!!! 
Marie. 
Of course, he would not tell you ! 
Gertrude. 
Do you think he would tell any one else? 

Marie. 
Yes, sooner than tell you. 

Gertrude. 
Yes ! I suppose so ! 

Marie. 
Shall I ask him? 

Gertrude. 

Oh, if you would do that for me 

Marie. 
There now, it is done. Here is the comb and the 
rest of the hairpins. Now go. ! 
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Gertrude. 
And do you really think he would tell you ? 

Marie. 
I am sure he will. 

Gertrude. 

Oh, Marie, how grateful I shall be to you 

Marie. 
[Pushes her out of the door.] Go now, go ! [Stretches 

herself.] Ah — ah — ah [Calls softly.] George ! 

[There is a knock at the door.] Come in ! 
Paul. 
[Enters.] Pardon me, Miss Marie ; is Mr. Brauer in ? 

Marie. 
No, Mr. Paul ! 

Paul. 
The assistant pastor would like to speak to him — but 
here he is, himself. 

Pastor. 
[Enters.] Good-morning, Miss Marie ! 

Marie. 
[Offers her hand hesitatingly.] Good-morning ! 

Pastor. 
I will wait here, Mr. Paul ! 

Paul. 
Then, Miss Mrrie, will you please give me the key to 
the cellar? I want to put the beer on the ice. 
Marie. 
[Gets key front keyboard] Here it is. 

Paul. 
Thank you ! 

[Exit] 
[Pause.] 
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Pastor. 
And have you nothing to say to me? 

Marie. 
What shall I say, Pastor? 

Pastor. 
Are you not happy this day? 

Marie. 
[Hard.] No ! 

Pastor. 
Not even on account of our betrothal? 

Marie. 
We will have no betrothal, Pastor ! 

Pastor. 
What are you saying? 

Marie. 
I shall leave this place 

Pastor. 
You 

Marie. 
To-day, I leave this house ! 

Pastor. 
Pardon me, if I have forced my attentions upon 
you 

Marie. 
No ! You have not ! 

Pastor. 
My attentions were honorable, I assure you 

Marie. 
Thank you, Pastor, I know that ; but 

Pastor. 
Then it is not on my account you are leaving ? 
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Marie. 

Certainly not! 

Pastor. 

Does any one here know of your intention ? 
Marie. 

No one ! 

Pastor. 

Miss Marie, I am still a young man; if I should 
mention such a word as " life's happiness," it would, per- 
haps, sound absurd. , Therefore, I will not speak of my- 
self. My fate is in my own hands. But if you realize 
this moment what you owe to this house — and I say 
this not for mine, nor for their sake, I say it for yours 
and yours alone ; though I am but a poor mortal — it 
pains me — but be that as it may — Marie, if you cause 
a discord in this house, the blame will rest upon your- 
self. 

Marie. 

Perhaps ! 

Pastor. 

Pardon me — I will not question you. I wish to know 
nothing ; that, in the end, is always the best. Did I not 
love you as well as myself, I would not speak another 
word ; but as matters stand now, I will say one — aye, one 
more word — I would not have dared to say otherwise. 
The greatest, the highest thing one possesses in this 
world, is his life's melody — a certain strain that ever 
vibrates, that his soul forever sings — waking or dream- 
ing, loudly or softly, internally or externally. Others 
may say : " His temperament or his character is so, or 
so." He only smiles, for he knows his melody and he 
knows it alone. You see, Miss Marie, my life's happi- 
ness you have destroyed, but my life's melody you can 
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not take from me. That is pure and will always remain 
so. And now I say to you, Miss Marie, if you fill this 
house, where you have obtained everything you possess — 
honor, bread, and love — if you fill this house with sor- 
row — if you dare to sin against your father and your 

mother 

Marie. 

One moment, Pastor. My father and my mother — 
what do you know about them? My father I don't know 
myself, but my mother? Ah yes, I know her well; and 
from her I have inherited my life's melody. This melody 
has a beautiful text. Do you want to know what it is, 
Pastor? It is, " Thou shalt steal. Steal everything for 
thyself — thy life's happiness — thy love — all — all. 
Only others will enjoy it in the end." Yes, Pastor, my 
mother is a thief. On St. John's eve she came stealthily 
over yonder garden hedge; and as my mother, so 
am I ! And now, Pastor, ask me no more ; I need all 
my senses, for to-day my entire happiness is at stake I 
There — now you know all ! 

Pastor. 
Yes, now I know ! Farewell, Miss Marie. I will 

forget this day, perhaps ; you — never 

[Exit,] 
Gertrude. 
[Enters door L\ Was that George, who just now left ? 

Marie. 
Were you at that door, listening? 
Gertrude. 
Marie! — For shame ! ! ! ! ! 

Marie. 
Now go and dress yourself ; I will call George. Go 
now, go ! 
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Gertrude. 

And will you come and tell me at once? 

Marie. 

At once ! Yes ! ! [Gertrude exits.] [Marie calling 

softly.] George ! George ! 

George. 

[Enters from veranda.] Are you alone? 

Marie. 

[Nods.] 

George. 

Have you arranged it so? 

Marie. 

You wished to speak to me, so I have arranged it ! 

George. 

Marie, I wished to tell you. One hour more I am a 

free man — and my mind is made up. It is yet time to 

change our fates. What will you answer me ? 

Marie. 

Answer you ? Why, I don't know what you want. 

George. 

You know it well enough. I want you! Do you 

hear me ? You, who belong to me for life — I want you ! 

Marie. 

[Softly — happily \ I thought the fires were out — 

and you had forgotten me — and now you want me ? 

George. 

[Softly.] Are you not mine? Are you not my wife 

in the eyes of heaven? 

Marie. 

Yes, but in the eyes of the world it is Gertrude/ 

George. 

Must it, then, be so ? 
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Marie. 

\Doubtingly\ Go — go — you love her 

George. 
Yes, I do love her. How could I help that ? Do you 
not also love her? 

Marie. 
[Bitterly.] Ah, I don't know. A few moments ago, 
when I saw her in your arms — and you wept, too — 
only, because you love her ! ! Oh, but I can bear 

it ! ! I will bear it like — like — ah ! But there 

— that is no one's affair but mine 

George. 
So, so, that is no one's affair but yours, eh? You 
might have invented a sweeter torture. I meant to 
remain an honorable man all my life; if unable — 
well, there are plenty of bullets left. 
Marie. 
And do you wish to die? 

George. 
I do not want to, I must ! 

Marie. 
George, then take me with you ? [He shakes his head.] 
For years I have carried the wish in my heart — to kill 
you ! Then I would kiss and love you like mad — 

and then follow you into eternity 

George. 
Nonsense, girl, nonsense ! Can't you see, how one 
turns round and round and round in a circle, till at last 
to find no other escape than death? 
Marie. 
I am not afraid to die ; though with you, I'd rather 
live 
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George. 
To live, dear, will require more courage for both of us. 

Marie. 
How so ? 

George. 
Can you ask? Here in this house, to which we owe 
everything — both you and I? Where they gave us 
food, shelter and love ? After all that, would you have 
the courage to destroy their happiness ? 
Marie . 
The good old pastor used to say : " You must have 
the courage to do everything, except to do wrong." I 
would even have. the courage to do wrong. 
George. 
Shall I put you to the test? 

Marie. 
If you will give me your hand now and say to me : 
" Come, we will run away, through yonder garden 
gate — just as we are — now, this very moment" — you 
shall see how I will run ! 

George. 
What? — Secretly — without telling any one? Is that 
what you mean ? 

Marie. 
Don't you ? 

George. 
[Laughs bitterly .] No, no ! 



Marie. 



Well, what then? 



George. 
Face to face, like a man. There he stands — I here. 
If he will give me back my word, 'tis well. If he 
refuses [determined], 'tis also well. 
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Marie. 
My God ! You know his temper ! He will kill us — 
he will kill us both ! 

George. 

Tis death either way 

Marie. 

George — think 

George. 
Oh, I have thought of it for two days and two nights. 
One is madness and the other insanity. There is no 
other way. [Pained.] Only the thought of the child 

gives me pain 

Marie. 

Of course, if your feelings for Gertrude 

George. 
Then it is your desire ? [She nods assent] Very 
well ! So be it ! But remember, it is a question of life 
and death ! — And, therefore, you yourself must be 
present. 

Marie. 
[In terror] I ? — I be present when you ask him ? 

George. 
What? — You, who wish to become my helpmate and 
partner in life, and share all my life's troubles — 
you would desert me now — desert me in this hour? — 
and I very much fear, not the worst in store for us? 
Marie. 
No, no, George; it's not that — not that! But you 
know how we have feared him and have trembled for 

years — and now I should 

George. 
If you can't even do that 
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Marie. 
If necessary — yes ! — I will do it. 

George. 
Then — as soon as he returns. [Brauer is heard 
breathing heavily \ Ah, here he is ! 

Brauer. 
[Enters.] Why, that is almost an old-time Biblical 

miracle. Just think, children, think of it But 

where is Gertrude? Well? Can't you speak? 

Marie. 
[Trembling.] I think she is dressing ! 

Brauer. 
Well, it will interest you also, so listen : I met the 
assistant pastor as he came from the house here, and he 
told me, rather piqued, that our good old pastor had 
suddenly risen from his bed and limpingly insisted upon 
delivering the wedding discourse himself. Well — 
what's the matter? Aren't you glad? 

George. 

H'm 

Brauer. 
Of course, you are a perfect heathen ! But I say, 
our assistant pastor must have been terribly put out. 
He had been preparing for that same address for days. 
He looked rather crestfallen ; but then, there is no help 
for it. 

George. 
Pardon me, uncle ; in order to save time, I must ask 
you for an interview. 

Brauer. 
What, again? Can't you wait till afternoon? 
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George. 
No ! Before the ceremony, if you please. 

Brauer. 
[Startled.] Wha — oh, I see. I suppose now you 
will demand more than I am willing to give ? Marie, 
leave us [Paul enters.] Well, what now ? 

Paul. 
[Gives him a sign\ 

Brauer. 
There, look at him ! Well, have you lost your 
tongue, man? Why don't you speak? 
Paul. 
No, no, Mr. Brauer, I have something to say to you — 
alone. 

Brauer. 
Then why don't you come nearer? 

Paul. 
[Whispering.] We have just now caught the old 
woman. 

Brauer. 
[With a glance at Marie.] What? Marie, you 
may remain and chat with George for awhile ; he is a 
very interesting young man. [Softly, to Paul.] Where ? 

Paul. 
Down in the cellar ; just as I wanted to put the beer 
on the ice, I found her there in a dark corner, loaded 
down with plunder ! 

Brauer. 
Is she there now? 

Paul. 
Yes, struggling like a demon. 
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Brauer. 
Undoubtedly this offense will earn her a good long 
term in prison and we will be rid of her for a long 
time ! But how to get her out of the house ? 
Paul. 
Leave that to me Mr. Brauer ; I know a way to keep 
her quiet. 

Brauer. 
Yes, yes, and in the meantime I will make out the 
papers and we will hand her over to the Gendarme ; 
that will be the best. Children, I will be busy for a 
moment ! Wait here until I return. 
George. 
Don't forget, uncle ! 

Brauer. 
No, no. I'll be back in a moment. Come, Mr. Paul ! 

\Both exit.] 
George. 

You are trembling 

Marie. 
Am I? 

George. 
Marie dear, I am with you. No one shall harm you ! 

Marie. 
Oh, it is not that. 

George. 
What, then? 

Marie. 
Oh, I don't know. It has suddenly come over me 

so [Starts.] Sh ! He's coming ! 

[Noise. Scuffling of feet and smothered cries 
are heard\ 
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George. 
What is it? 

Marie. 
In God's name, be still ! 

Gypsy. 
[Calling- for help\ Mine daughter ! Mine Mamie ! 
My Mamie ! ! 

Marie. 
Hear? Hear? My mother! They are taking her 
away — to prison ! Sh ! Be still ! No, no ; don't open 
the door ! Be quiet ! Be quiet ! 
Gypsy. 
[Not as loud as before\ Oh, mine daughter ! My 

Mamie — my Mamie ! [Dying out.] 

George. 
Will you not go out to her, no matter what she has 
done? 

Marie. 

How can I? How can I? I am afraid — afraid 

George. 
Then shall I go? 

Marie. 
[Frightened] No, no ; don't leave me ! ! Sh ! Be 
quiet ! So, quiet ! Now they have gone ! Thank 
heaven ! [Again wailing, but very distant] Hear? 
Hear? Let her shriek ! Let her call ! I cannot help 
her ! I am a thief, the same as she. I, too, have 
come to this house, and I have stolen. But oh, my 
God, what have I stolen ? What have I stolen ? 
George. 
Come, Marie, control yourself ! Think of what we 
have before us 1 
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Marie. 
Yes, yes — I'll be quiet ! What have we before us ? 

No, no ; I will not — I cannot — I 

George. 

Do you mean to 

Brauer. 
[In door.] Did you hear anything, children? Any 
noise? 

George. 
We heard screams and a scuffle. What was the 
matter ? 

Brauer. 

Oh, nothing of any consequence. Don't mind it. 

An old vagabond of a woman, that's all. I have only 

to sign the papers now, then I'll be back. [Exit.] 

George. 

Marie! 

Marie. 
Hush, not a word, not a word ! She out there must 
go her way, and I must go mine ! 
George. 
What do you mean ? 

Marie. 
You said it yourself. 'Tis madness ! Yes, yes ; 'tis 
madness ! All — all! What we do — what we desire — 
all — all ! 

George. 
Marie ! 

Marie. 
Or do you imagine for one moment we could be 
happy together? No, I know you too well. I know 
the certain result. You would never forgive yourself 
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nor me, and in the end life would become a burden to 
me, if only because I was in your way. Yes, yes, that 
would be the end of it all 

George. 
Marie, I will be faithful to you forever, let come 
what may, be it good or bad ; you know that ! 

Marie. 
Yes, thank God ! — yes ! 

George. 
If there was only the slightest possibility of a chance 
to escape from all this whirl — then we might be free, 
we might But no matter what we begin, we can- 
not shake off nor disregard our obligations to this 
house ; never, as long as we live ! 

Marie. 
Therefore, what more can you desire? Everything 
on earth we possess, all that was beautiful, all the love, 
all — all, we gave to each other. There is nothing 
more to give, for either one of us. St. John's night is 
past, the fires are out, are dead 

George. 
And what shall become of us? 

Marie. 
Of you? That I can't tell. Perhaps you will be 
happy, perhaps not; that must all rest with yourself. 
And I? Oh, be content. I will take care of myself. 
As soon as possible I shall leave this house. Not 
to-day, as I would like — it might create suspicion 

George. 
And where will you go ? 
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Marie. 
Ah, the world is large. I shall go far, far away, 
where no one will ever find me. No, no, not even you, 
George. 

George. 
And if you should go to ruin out there ? 

Marie. 
Do not fear. I am the calamity child, the found- 
ling. My hands are hard and callous — see, see ! Just 
like my heart is, now. I will work and work, and toil, 
until I fall exhausted — then I will sleep and rest, until 
it is time for work again ; and thus I will perhaps main- 
tain a miserable existence. 

George. 
You say you are a calamity child ! Well, so am I. 
But our accounts do not harmonize. You are going 
out into the world and misery, and it was I who drove 
you to it. Even did I not love you as I do, that 
thought would follow me forever and embitter my 
entire life. But, be it so. We are both children of 
misery ! Therefore let us grit our teeth, shake each 
other by the hand — and say farewell ! 

Marie. 
[Softty.] Good-bye, Georgie dear — and — don't be 
afraid — he is not yet coming — and forgive me — do 
you hear ? From to-day — you understand ? Did I 
not love you as much as I do, this would not have been 
quite so hard ; but there — there — 'tis all right now — I 
know; I can never be entirely poor now; for once, at 
least, the fires of St. John have burned for me — once — 
just once • 
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George. 

Marie 

Marie. 

[Glancing around.] Don't — don't 

Mrs. Brauer. 
[Enters, followed by Gertrude.] Hasn't the carriage 
arrived yet, children ? And where is papa ? It is time 
to go. 

Marie. 
He is coming now, I believe. 

Brauer. 
[Enters.] So there, I am ready to go ! But, that is, 
you wanted to speak to me first? 
George. 
[Witk a glance at Marie.] It is all settled now, 
thank you. 

Brauer. 
Then come, wife, my coat, quick ! 

[She helps him with frock, after he has divested 
himself of Jacket.] 

Gertrude. 
[Aside to MARIE.] Did you ask him ? 

Marie. 
[Nods.] 

Gertrude. 
And what did he say? 

Marie. 
It was all nonsense, my pet. He loves you and only 
you. He never has loved any one else — he says — 

and he will be very happy — so he says 

Gertrude. 
[Embraces him joyfully.] My darling George 
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Brauer. 
Come, come, my child — time enough for that after 
the ceremony. Come ! 

[All follow him to the door. When GEORGE 
reaches door he turns, and as he takes one 
parting glance at Marie, Brauer pushes 
him off. Marie stands motionless, looking 
after them, handkerchief in mouth, nervously 
forcing it between her teeth.] 

[Curtain.] 



END OF PLAY. 
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Lyric— Wang. ® * 

Comedy operetta, in two acts, book by J. Cheever 
Goodwin, music by Woolson Morse. Revived 
April 18. 

Wang De Wolf Hopper 

Colonel Robert FracasSe William Pruette 

Pepat Frank Casey 

Lieutenant Jean Boucher Donald MacLaren 

Papanti Augustus Coletti 

Chow Sury George Williams 

Panopim Frank Hill 

Mataya Madge Lessing 

Le Veuve Frimousse Marion Singer 

Marie Nella Bergen 

Gillette Julia Sanderson 

Nanette Helen Mooney 

Babette ." Edna Hlxon 

Claitette Frances Darrington 

Fluerette Rose Wilson 

Minette Lucy Georgi 

Julie Maud Stanley 

Corallie Regina McAvoy 

Rosalie Helen Morrison 

Suzette Charlotte Palmer 

Messenger No. 365 Agnes Rellly Morse 

Rusam By Himself 

At the Lyric Theatre, Monday night of last 
week, Wang was revived by the old original 
Wang, De Wolf Hopper, and a company of real 
singers and actors: It was originally produced 
at the Broadway Theatre on May 4, 1891, but to 
one who dropped into the Lyric last week not be- 
ing aware of the fact, it would seem like a brand 
new production. 

And that is just what it practically is, for 
Frank Dupree has gone over every lyric and line 
of dialogue with his diamond pointed pen and 
knife, with the present delightful result. Mr. 
Dupree's name, Mr. Hopper said; was inadvert- 
ently left off the programme, and Mr. Hopper 
wants him to have all the credit due him for his 
admirable work. 

Every one sang, played and danced as if It 
were the first night of the opera. The people on 
the stage were as happy as the people in 
front, and De Wolf Hopper was at his best, which 
is Al. That classic, ,f Casey at the Bat," was 
loudly demanded, but Mr. Hopper told the audi- 
ence confidentially that the Regent of Siam 
wasn't likely to know anything about Casey, and 
he begged to be excused. But he wasn't excused 
and he had to curve Casey at the delighted audi- 
ence. As Mr. Hopper recites it it really is a 
classic and can never grow old, while Mr. Hopper 
keeps young, for he gets more out of it than 
the author ever dreamed he put into it.. That 
-nd the duet. " Parsifal Love," by Mt: Hopper 
"". ™»r. were the hits of the night. ' 
-~" "•"« charming. " A 
' - --'* *- flno ex- 
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Nance O'Neil Falls Short of Suder- 
mann's Heroine Marie. ' 

''.. THE CAST. 

Rrauer Mr. McKee Rankin ' 

George Van Harten Mr. Charles Dalton 

Pastor Haffner Mr. Louis Massen 

Paul ...i.Mr. Joseph Wheelock 

i Mrs. Brauer Miss Clara Thompson 

[Gertrude Miss Gertrude Blnley; 

Gypsy Woman .Miss Rlcca Allen ' 

.Katie Mrs. Scott; 

[Marie Miss O'Neil, 

1 Miss Nance O'Neil opened her second ! 
'week's engagement at Daly's Theatre last 1 
i night by attempting another of Suder- 
| mann's plays. She appeared as Marie in 1 
1 the " Fires of St. John," the latest work 
', of the great German playwright. i 

It' was the first time Sudermann's " Jo- 
hannisfeuer " has been rendered In English ' 
here, and a large audience went to see it. 
I To the majority of these Miss O'Neil' s act- 
ing must have been disappointing. There 
was one moment, near thf close of the 
third act, when the Fires of <St. John, fatu- 
ous and alluring, were lighting a wild love 
scene that provides the climax of the play, 
when i Miss O'Neil showed real dramatic 
force and drew applause that was spon- ■ 
taneous. But for the most part she clung j 
to the declamatory style, and the subtle in- j 
tensity of passion which Sudermann put) 
into this part seemed far too elusive for . 
her. j 

Sudermann's " Fires of St. John " has 
been called a problem play. It Is In the j 
sense that life itself is a problem. Marie, 
the heroine, the daughter of an abandoned j 
gypsy woman, has been adopted by a \ 
i wealthy Prussian landowner, Mr. Brauer. J 
When the play opens the preparations for j 
'the wedding of the latter's daughter, Ger- \ 
trude, which is only three days off, is under j 
way. * The husband selected for her is j 
| George Van Harten, a nephew of Brauer. j 
On the very eve of the wedding day, which \ 
is also the eve of the Feast of St. John, ; 
Marie and Van Harten discover that they \ 
are in love with each other. i 

l There Is an old custom among the peasant 
I population to light bonfires in celebration 
' qf^he feast. The spell of the fires of St. 
John' as the night is all aglow with them, 
is too much for the two lovers. Suder- • 
mann, however, has chosen, after the fires ' 
have burned themselves to ashes, to com- ; 
promise with con ventionalty, and the play' 

flnrts with rpnim^intirtn tin +Ti« nn «* -« *-._ 



gjwas very much to render last 
night's performance . praiseworthy. Mc- 

INgwmmkiii gave a Veil thought and vera- 
cious picture of the brusque but generous 

I old landowner. Miss Gertrude Binley was 
captivating and clever In her impersonation 
of the daughter. 
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New York, Tuesday. Nov. 38, 1904. 

NASJE O'NEIL seen H 
M FAR BETTER LIGHT 



Jt.Is Furnished by "The fires of St 
John" in, Daly's. 

HER WORK IS, HIGHLY CREDITABLE 



Regret for the Actress's Sake That She 

Did Not Make tudermann's Drama 
fovS' Her First Here. 



Nance O'Neil gave' a highly creditable 
performance of a pathetic heroine in guder- 
mann's "Fires of St. John" last night In 
Daly's Theatre. In.everjr way the actress 
was seen in a more favprable light than as 
Magda and Hedda Gabler. . She was , free 
from comparison with the most eminent of 
living aotresses, her company was stronger 
in. support, the play was new to New York 
and although it probably was known to 
many in the audience there was lively curi- 
osity whether it would be as satisfactory on 
the stage as in the library. 

Play and player afforded excellent enter- 
tainment. That is was not entertainment 
of the lighter, sort it hardly is necessary to 
, state, for by this time the majority of play- 
goers must know that Sudermann and Miss 
O'Neil are. fixed In seriousness. However, 
the performance was attended by hearty 
applause, whereas the performances of 
"ftedda (Jabler" and "Magda" were marked 
either b> hollow handclaps or kindly si- 
lence. Miss O'Neil has been slow in getting 
1 started, but at last we know that the swell- 
ing volume of praise that was sounded 
irtm the direction of Boston was not with- 
out some Justification. 

'If Miss O'Neil had used the "Fires of St. 
John" as an' introduction to this city she 
would not have to overcome a heavy handl- j 
cap imposed by her failures in "Magda" 
and "Hedda Gabler:" As the situation is i 
now she has a good chance to establish her- ; 
self in favor, but the element of chance Is ! 
almost as strong to the cCntrary. Her act- ; 
thg in this drama is quietly reserved; it) 
impresses with the idea of genuine power; ! 
but It Is a question If the run of theatre- 
goers will see in Miss O'Neil. the extreme of 
dramatic force needfuT Ja»&ve^ popularity 
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ETfrora this. Miss Q'Neil has gained;* 
itage of position* lti one respect. A 
_:h there is no immediate prospect of v 
Heemg other players as Marie In "Fires of! 
St. , John," any who come to us— and they I 
will come— will, have to stand comparison 1 
with Miss O'Neil. And be it said by one; 
who really pitied Miss O'Neil as Magda andS: 
as Hedda Gabler that those who may »n->, 
dertake the role of Marie will have to act 
with power and' finish to escape failure. « 
Charles M. Swlckard, adapter of "Taps," 
is the translator of "Fires of St. John." He; 
has done his work better than in "Taps, 
but with similar roughness of expression. 
Mr. Swlckard seems to , suffer from a lim- 
ited vocabulary, and he undoubtedly Is too 
persistent In using a blue pencil on his al- 
ready brief sentences. Were he to give his 
dialogue a. little polish he might, turn out 
to be as Invaluable a servant to Sudermann 
aa William Archer has been to Ibsen. , 
"Fifes of St. John", is deeply tragic. It tells 
a. painful story, yet there are touches of 
genuine humor In it. Happily, the play- 
wright is not always gloomy; he sees 
brightness .in life, and he Is constant in the | 
pleasing knack of dropping Into a humorous 
mood as quickly as hp has rounded out a 
serious incident. Marie is a creature of 
j emotional impulse, yet has strength to hide 
l her strongest, feelings. She might be happy 
: were she to cultivate optimism; but, being 
> peculiarly sensitive about her humble orf- 
i gin, she is racked with grief. Dlsappplnt- ; 
ments grow in number until she is fn de- 
spair, and when the curtain falls for the ; 
last time we see her standing alone in ut- 
ter misery, with the door Just closed be- 
hind- the man she loves, who has gone forth 
to his wedding. ' 
The charge might be held against Suder- 
j maun that he has taken a leaf from Ibsen's 
j book and aspired to enlighten the world on ' 
| the problem of.here#ty/> Marle-owes much' 
to heredity, when fhwJVe seerher this in-: 
Jluehce is not manifest, but as troubles' 
crQwd upon her she , repeatedly says she: 
finds the spirit' of the outcast mother mov- 
ing her. In her reckless moments she gays 
she wants to be a thief Iike he r' mother. If 
Suderniann thinks this is,a sermon he Is a 
poor preacher. He cannot sermonise on| 
heredity with the brtital force Qf Ibsen, and 
were the play dependent on this for ap-; 
pr'oval it would be remembered as a monu-' 
mental failure. The scene is laid in Eastern 
Prussia. Marie was taken in infancy from : 
a drunken mother and has been rear«B to' 
young -womanhood by a prosperous farmer 
and his wife. The daughter of the couple is 
engaged to the youth Marie adores: This 
youth has high notions about independence, 
but his nature is not sturdy for all that. 
Ktter agreeing to flee with Marie he bids 
her goodby and goes to make himself a 
uartner in a convenient marriage. 
'Charles Dalton played the youth admira- 
bly " but he still sounded his words with a 
drawl Gertrude Blnley filled the concep- 
tion of the unsophisticated daughter. An 
excellent bit of acting was thaf of Ricca 
Allen as the gypsy woman. Louis Massen 
looked the part of the pastor, but was a 
trifle too sedate and stilted for a man who 
imagines he Is head over ears in love. Mc- 
Kee Rankin tried to make himself a gruff 
dia ; farmer. . but he could . not deceive tHe 
audience as to his bubbling good nature.. 
However, the role lost . nothing by this 
slight departure from the playwright's Idea. 
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MISS O'NEIL AT DALY'S THEATEE. 



"The Firfes of Saint John." 

Miss Nance O'Neil began the second week of her | 
{ engagement at Daly's Theatre, last night, produc- 
ing, under the title of "The Fires of Saint John," 
Mr. Suderman's play of "Johahlsfeuer," as trans- I 
lated by Mr. Charles igwickard. This play ex- j 
hiblts licentious passions, suggests lewd conduct, 
; and Is top-heavy with '. loose, degenerate" theories | 
as to morality. The parsons chiefly implicated In 
1 th|s rubbish are a man named George Van Harten \ 
and a woman named Marie. George is betrothed 
; to Marie's foster-sister Gertrude, but, on the night 
before the day appointed for Ms marriage, he dis- 
covers that he is loved by Marie, and It "Is Inti- 
mated that, sequent on this discovery, they be- 
pome peculiarly intimated Later Mr. Suder- 
-injan addresses his , lofty mind td the lnter- 
; estlng question whether George ought to wed 
Marie, whom he has debauched, or ought to keep 
. his promise to marry her sister. The decision Is 
that he ought to keep his promise; and this he does. I 
The! "relevancy of the title is explained by an intl-j 
tnatlon, — conveyed in a flux of verbose nonsense | 
by George,— that/ the Are of ,J3t. John is a heathenish j 
j cdknalism that breaks out once a year, on which 
: ocaMlon, It appears, the inhabitants of Mr. Suder- 
. man's province become swine and behave accord- 
ingly; that beinig "freedom," In the exposition 
of this erotic, perniclougj, arid ridiculous trash, 
Miss O'Neil displayed the same crudity that was 
conspicuous In her per^qhaUon of Magda. This 
i actress possesses anjmal strength, vocal capacity, 
i and considerable force •/> but she lacks repose, her | 
continual movements are motiveless, her elocu-{ 
tion; except In level speaking, is bad, and her no-i 
[ tion. of acting is to alternate between an aspect of' 
[ Intense, wild-eyed solf -repression and a verbal ex- J 
plosion of voluble venemenee. Her performance of 
, Marie,— a bad part, , to be sure, and one with which: 
', no rational, womaii could sympathize, is wooden, j 
artificial, and blasjted with insincerity. 

In general character this drama is domestic, ana, 
like most other German domestic plays, it Is prolix 
and Insipid,— its* details involving beer, brandy, 
[ i>JESakfast, supjjpjv punch, . roast beef, the, barn- 
yard, the kitchfcy',, and interminable twaddle about 
! family affairs, ' FjDur long acts are occupied with 
! a matter that m^ght be communicated fully In a 
i< ten-minute scene. George would prefer Marie 
; tather than Gertrude, . tout, though Marie loves 
S him, he dbes not declare his preference, 
i because Marie is a foundling and because his stern 
J ufrcle, Gertrude's father, would be furious. George 
and Marie are, however,, left together in the middle 
of the night, to wait for a railway train, and after, 
several times informing each other that they must 
be strong,' they behave with great impropriety, os- 
culating each other in a manner to startle obserya- 



H^pWiafce 
be,' difficult 
e/ceeds,the folly of 
*oth are'&mple. 



tion. 

'would 



„ ^"whete ""the" indelicacy 
'The Fires of Saint John," but 



THE MORAL. 



Haste, to the Play, dear children; haste to see 
How chaste and sweet a Cyprtan Drab can be! 
She that for many a moon has sons astray, 
Finding new loves— and lovers—each new day, 
In wanton revelry content to reign, 
With fools— and dollars— dangling' on her chain; 
If touched, at length, by sacred , passion's Are, 
At once she mingles with : th' angelto choir, 
At cnce In psalm , and orison unites. 
And shines, a seraph, through her silken tights/; 
Pure, modest, tender, delicate, refined,— 
To "make a heaven of bliss for all' mankind. 

I , W. TV. 




FLASHES OP POWER. 

In Sudermann's "The Fires of 

St. John" She Improves on 

Late .Efforts. 



! Nance O'Netl, who is presenting clas- 
sto drama at Daly's Theatre, changed 
.'her bill Hast night to Sudermann's 
"The Fires of St. John," using. Charles 
i M. Swlokard's admirable translation 
[from the German. 

I The drama is a powerful problem play, 
.woven about the (Affairs of a. Prussian 
family of title better class, and depends 
for Its force toare upon strength of 
[motive arad remarkable character por-j 
j trayal than It does y upon dTamatlc a.c- 
' tion. The four acts are .laid in a single ! 
rooim, Where the entire problem of love| 
and duty is masterfully developed with-! 
Unit recourse to .melodramatic device. 
B It may fairly he said of Miss O'Neil.; 
'that 3he achieved last night greater 
> success than in any previous effort since 
[the opening o«f her engagement. Yet in . 
all the four acts but twice did she csurry ■ 
'full conviction across the footlights. In j 
'her scene of self-abandonment to her 
lover she arose to 1 heights whiich, if 1 
crude at instants, displayed remank^ble I 
talent, and In the final act, while striv- 
ing to decide between her tove and her J 
duty, she showed to some degree whvl 
Ishe created a furore in Boston. " | 

BoCh soenera .demaittded action, arid Hi 
was in action (that'Miss. O'Nedl's success! 
lay. In tlbe preoedln® acts, wherein ahe.j 
was called upon 'to rapnteay tlhe entire! 
tearaut of ismsttifias rfrjjgjsfeireand facial' 



'expression, she fl&H&fy 1 «B^JM|gIflB J Tie 
1'oSmer might ihave $>te.en .numoerearand < 
told off autoimiaitloalHiy from the 1 wings, ! 
■for all tihay meant: tihe laJtter showed 
it ri utter 'lack of flexibility and. like the 
elocu'tio'n'aipy effects supplementing tihem, 
BJlfit for little. 

^The purpose of the play was to show 
jthe line between love for a man and 
Iduty to parents by adoption. Briefly,' 
Mr. Brauer and his wife adopt Marie, 
! the daughter of a thieving gypsy wom- 
■an. Later a daughter of their own is 
,born. This child, Gertrude by name, 
falls in love wlith the nephew Of her 
[father and the itwo become engaged. 
On 'the eve of the wantage the man dis- 
' covers that Marie, whom he .had secret-, 
ly loved, but whom he never hoped to 
win, loves him in return and, as the 
fires of St. John burn on the nearby 
hills, typifying, according to tradition. 
Ithe union of souls, she throws herself 
in his arms. Then, the duties each 
owe to others assert themselves, and 
the end finds the man entering upon a 
loveless marriage and the woman flee- 
iing into the world to work and to for- 
get. . 

Chamles Daltom, aa the . nenhew, shout- 
ed' his lines and strode out his pant to 
the final curtain. Doubtless he would 
shine in melodrama. McKJee Rankin 
contributed a delightful character pic- 
ture of the, sturdy master of the house 
which will Iingier in the memorv more 
than a day, and Louis M&ssen found 
one of hits best roles ss the rector of 
the parish. RlcCa Allen Could hairdlv 
have bean improved upon as the Gyijsy, 
■while Josenh Wheelock'. in a minor part.' 
-acquitted himself wefl. The rest filled 
:in the picture more or less acceptably. 
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MORE "JOHANmSFETTEB." 
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Empire Pram&tie SefeooJ. 

The American Academy P? Dramatic Arts yes- 
[ terday afrterpeen presented a programme *it the' 
, Empire Theatre that night from a reading of It 

seem to c«U fof additional Ore exjts- A ope-act 
jPlay called "SmoTce," by John Erpest McCann, was 
[followed immediately by "Saint John's Ftre," a 
, version of the same Sudormann dr-ama which Miss 

O'Nell Is now playing at Baly's. We are taught 



! that where there Is smoke there Is always fire, but, 
( fortunately, not always @t. John's Fire, even at 
1 the ambitious matinees of dramatlo sohpols, it 

was not with hope of much entertainment that the 
I disinterested spectator (if such there were) took his 

seat at the Empire yesterday, gpt the unexpected 
[happened, as It occasionally does. Mr. Sargeant's 
ipupils gave an astonishingly good representation 
jof Budermapn's play— at times it w »s almost 0u- 
idermann, and it was never quite without interest, 
• The part of Marie (Marikke, this version called 
|her) was played by Miss Mary L^wton, who ap- 
tpeared as Mrs. Pane last year when the school: 
ijtave "Mrs. Pftne's Defence." She ,ijp a, ypuagj 



, ». who co*aa"je<fl. 

lln out elovattnsf l»w stew?* a« >"<*. f> a *»»' 

3gS» ««£ no V tl*» her figure, Is striking. 

™L*wton's voice, on tta lower register, is p., 

■ontralto, and when she has learned to keep 

B»n its natural BitOi, »nd forcing it into falsetto; 
breathless whispering «n der tn « Stress of e™o. 
n it too, should prove. a valuable equipment. ; 
7ne possesses intelligence, breeding and magnet- 
Sm and in the earlier scene* of the play, before.* 
Tw-'climax of tn© third act forced her, in her tnex- 
CTleiwse, off her feet, she sever*! times touched; 
d stirred the audience. She easily dominated 
stage at all times, leaving no 4oubt that 
^h&nnisfeuer" Is the tragedy of Marie's heart, 
not of another's. In faet, she sometimes Jeft too 
little 4duW T fo° y «>utU who played the father, 
laeneatij ft wonderful beard, acquitted himself with j 

.AmpMon-The Battle of the Butterflies. 

Domed* 'n four acts by Hermann SudermJ-nn. 
Produced April 18, 1904. 

Mrs. Hergentheim Grace Gayler Clark '. 

Else Mercedes Leigh 

Laura Jessie Fara 

U 0a i Florence Kahn 

William Bird ■ • ■ Sldnej 'Lee 

Winkelmann Join V. Ward 

Max Irving Knight 

Kpssler Martin L. Alsop 

Porter ..'.'. Frederic De Foe 

The Century Players appeared in The Battle of ; 
the Butterflies, a comedy in four acts, by Her- 
mann Sudermann, at the Amphion Theatre, ; 

Brooklyn, last week Monday night. In his other I 
works Herr Sudermann justifies the high praise 
that he has won, but The Battle of the Butter- 
flies does not show him at his best. Prom first 
to last it is talk. There is one flash, where Else 
speaks of the suicide of her husband, and her 
sister tells her not to boast. There is no action, 
no movement. It is like getting from New York 
to New Eochelle by talking instead of walking. 

Mrs. Hergentheim is a widow, living in Berlin, 
with three beautiful (the text says) daughters, 
one of whom, Else, is a widow, and all three of 
whom are in the market for husbands. Winkle- 
manu is an old miser. His son Max is in love with 
Else. Then he forgets that he is, and falls in | 
lose with Kosi. Else for a minute forgets that 
she is to marry Max, and creeps into the arms 
of Kessler, a drummer for Winklemann, for 
whose house the sisters paint butterflies on fans 
and teacups. Winklemann hates everybody, in- 
cluding his son, and he Is continually railing at 
the memory of his son's mother, and the son is 
continually telling his father that he " must 
not." At the end old Winklemann forgives his 
son Max for having been born. Max discards 
Else and takes Rosi to his heart ; Laura is left 
alone, as is Else, presumably, for Kessler makes 
an exit that doesn't seem to be final, but it is, 
for he never comes back. 

Sydney Rosenfeld's company in this drama 
won only polite and sympathetic applause from 
a large audience anxious to be pleased. Martin 
L. Alsop was a good enough Kessler : Irving 
Knight an earnest Max ; John F. Ward a hard, 
dry, cynical Winklemann ; Grace Gayler C!ark a 
handsome and imposing Mrs. Hergentheim : Mer- 
cedes Leigh, Jessie Para, and Florence Kahn the 
three ridiculous daughters of a common-sense 
mother. An ideal cast, on the friendliest terms 
with the parts, might have made the comedy a 
delight, but it was far from a delight in these 
circumstances. 



ut and over the foot; 



,8lr* Jte fmrk ©bmefl^^i^s^ -'»&* «... 

.. ■ Jphannisf euer." has Iwett acted! 

t*-AII th_ 4,1 '. _«. „ _.^ _ , ,.te German and oA on* occasion 

^-fiU^the News That's Fit to IMnfc'Jtoce p'NalU mi seen to the lea 
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The point of the title lies la ihejldial 



YORK, btitdat Mirtnii « i»o«. * hat those who kiss on MiafStirti&Bflravej 
ruKK. fwdai, march «, woj. ramain forever ii nl£Q d together. On ^Hm 

: summer Night in Germany the peasants 
• {make bonfires of everything they casmar 
hands on, and as the fires shoot upw&n . 
bo flames shoot up Into the hearts of 
men and women, burning away all sort* 
of bonds, of resolutions, good and bad, 
eense of duty, and gratitude. >. Marrikej 
{, has been taken into the nome b,f- vogelC- 
renter and brought up witn his' own 
fiaughter, Gertrude. 

Haffke, the curate declares, In his In- 
nocence, that these flames are of heaven; 
Von Hartwig, who knows better, insists 
that they are. of hell-^or, at any rate, of; 
.the old paganism that was before the 
i'Curate's creed came to Germany. And on 
iMidsummer Night the old love between 
3 Slarrike and von Hartwig 'Breaks into 
I flame, but eventually the girl decides to go 
| away, for von Hartwig Is betrothed to 
1 little Gertrude. To do otherwise, she de- 



BSUH ACTRESS IN 
LY BY SUBERMANN 

tComlsarzhevsky Appears In 
The Fires of St. John" 
at Daly's Theatre. 4 



; | Eides, would tie to bring shame upon 

[SHOWS WELUTRAINED SKlLlJ T8fc$g£&£ i £?&«™* mend, 

L. Moreover, Marrike's mother is a thieving 

In ~* ' " jipld gypsy, and what Joy eould oifci© from 

W the union of such a man with the daugh- 

ButNO'UnusuaJQualltles— A PlayTfiat te ^°, £ such a won ? an? _ l . , , 

g- ...._., ..so n i-iajr inattj x ^ ^ an unugua i sort gf „J a y and one 

UUoht Be Interesting Unrliu .til What for . all its long speeches and slow 
hm|K» cse interesting under movement might be made curiously hn-> 

Other Condition* ierestlng were the conditions Just right. ,, 



«HR FERBS OF 8T, JOHN, * drama la tmir 
aote, by Hermaan Sttdemdira. - S-, : "J-, 

VJogelreutsr ;..A, p, KeiMov 

iMme. VoB«lrent«r»,,i.. i ..,Mine. B. A. Baainft 
Trude • »...,_,......... Mm*. V. O. Ti%enhausen 

Geors Von Hartwig,.........,,. ."A. N. B"aona: 

Mairiie Mm*. Vera, Konjlearahevsky 

•* Vagrant 'Woman Mine. O. P. Narbekov 

s^.::.~\':::::::::::::::ttLto!^ 

Maid Igfrae. N> N - TuJoWevitis, 

■ At Daly's last night Mme! Komlsaraii! 
Thevsky acted the rOle of Marrlfce in 



iii. 



;a 

•omewhat condensed version of Hermann 
^•wdennann's ** Johannisf euer," but -jH$ 
JJwnieh nevertheless seemed quite locpIS 
clous enough to please even the most avid 
lover of accumulated consonants. As in 
her previous performance the actress gave 
plenty of evidences of an experienced and 
Well trained method, but with no dls 
tta*ruishirie> qualities either temperamental 
or artistlo to create an unusual interest. 
, TherOle of Marrike is 'm%|jiy r&prda» 
«lo», with a final flare-up of passion in 
Ctte scene of the third aot, where thelov 
Br» finally determine to yield to the spirt 
»f midsummer madness which the jjilay'f 
'title celebrates. Its general phases are 
(well enough conveyed by the actress, 
tarho never suooeeds in creating, however, 

tny very intense interest in the issue 0/ 
vents, 

Something is lacking, ■oraethlns' at thi 
(greater fervor with which even this eeHRj 
contained young woman would respond 
the momentary n.adness, eomething el {taw 
purely individual appeal «rith wfttefc a 
more strongly endowed personality JJ»J(Snt 



if6Kee Baaikln^aarMT'^'^anoSj 

Ip'Neil In Copywright Ca^e. I 

JMcKee Rankin and Gertrude Lamson, ' 
K^ latter known on the stage as Nance 
O'Neil, were arrested to-day by order 
of United States Marshal Henkel on^J 
! indictment found by the Federal Grand 
.Jury for the Northern. Distriot of Cali- 
fornia charging the actor and i gffihHBB 
J with producing "The Fires of 6t.TjohnN 
in Violation of the copyright t ^ivilegf 
[held by Charles Suderman. "'The ™ro!| 
'duction is alleged t6 have been given 
at a public performance in San Francisco 
in July last. "The Fires of St, "" 
jis a four-act drama copyi-ighted by don n 
f#'lLuce <fc Co., of Boston, on Nov 
11904, for Charles Suderman, the presi 
owner. The California indictment 
found also in July last. j?5§$ 

h Rankin and Miss O'Neil were arrea 
the Hotel Cadillac, Forty-fourth str 
land Broadway, and arraigned '*i3efori 
(United States Commissioner Gilohrist JBol 
were paroled in the custody of their coun- 
eel, Robert li.Turk, of 35 NassWAgtwpt,' until 
j to-morrow, when each is required to seouri 
(bail for $1,000. The date for examinatioi 
has Hot been determined. , . . 



NANCE O'NEIL IN 
SU DERMANN P LAY 

"Fires of St. Join" Presented For 
the First Time in English at , 
■■■■"'■' the Columbia in Boston. 



CRITICS DOUBTFUL OF SUCCESS 



(Special Dispatch to The Morning Telegraph.) 

;.' '^;A^vV BOSTON, Jan. 21. 

^Hermann Sudermanu's four-act play, 

"Fires of St. John," received its first 

1 presentation in English on any stage 

at the Columbia Theatre here to-night. 

Miss Nance O'Neill the clever Califor- 
nia girl, who has been winning praise 
' here for her artistic interpretation of the 
leading roles of Sudermann's "Magda" 
and Ibsen's "Hedda Gable*;," essayed 
the part of Marie the foundling, the lead- 
:Jng role in the new play, to-night. She 
L2ras_supported in the principal roles by 
| GeoTge C. Staley, E. JL Ratcliffe, Miss- 
I Blanche Stoddard and Miss Ricca Al- 
I len. 

The new play bears all the marks of 
Sudermann's pen, and is a story of the 
dark side of life, from which the ray of 
Sunshine has been stricken. It is full of 
situations calling; for emotional acting 
of the strongest type,' and in these mo- 
ments the star and her support rose to 
the occasion and showed at their best. 

In the calmer moments the action 
drags a bit, and local critics are doubt- 
ful of its success is a popular attraction. 
Miss O'Neil, ; tall, stately, with strong 
features upon which emotions play rap- 
idly, had an opportunity to display all 
of her talent along intensely emotional 
lines. *jj 

She took full advantage of the oppor'-l 
tunity. Hers was a bitter story, a suc- 
cession of -moments of realization of the 
hopelessness of her love and the lowli- 
ness of her birth, and her efforts were 
rewarded by hearty applause and numer- 
ous curtain calls. 

Of her • support, Batcliffe did well as 
the man betrothed to Gertrude but in . 
love with Marie, but failed to carry him- 
self in the heavier parts with the same 
degree of success as did the star, and 
George C- Staley, who, as the bluff old 
farmer, did a clever bit of acting through- 
out, f 

Miss Blanche Stoddard, as Gertrude, 
was sweetly girlish and satisfactory in 
the little that was demanded of her. 

Miss Ricca Allen's work as the Gypsy 
mother of Marie was an exceedingly ar- 
tistic bit, and called for the highest 
praise. 
■'.'■ » 



"DER CUTE RUF" 

A J?» r ^V n ^? ur „ A «s by Herman Suder- 
m„^. U - Direction Budolf Christians. Irving 
Place Theater, Oct. 8. _ V a^\ 

K»ri„ Kommer 3ienrat Welssegger . . Ernst Robert 

£ r° n ' '**-*' : : : ■' ■'•••'••■•••■■ MnSsvss? 

& •sehroit-:::;.-.-.-:::: : c B t,e H o£S 

Geh. Kommerzienrat Termahlen, ™""»sei 

IK,, Otto Stockel 

Anna' Sohniin *K lf < Aleh€r 

Julie " u Annie Slmson 

Servant „• • Se l m a Weber : 

servant Louis Praetofins 

Whatever else may be said of this Knder 

charSed Pla f^ fr^JoMtecctlSJ cannot^be 
S22JSi ' for ' ts entities hang together won- 
derfully and Der Gute Ruf (Good Repute) 
is another evidence of the great German 
aS^wW- Whether S it bea?s c"m" 
n»mp nf o^h those pla y s whicn pl*<* the 
name of Sudermann among the finmortals 

nf nno*^ 1 m T tl0 , n S and whethlr tt¥ story 
hL frZ om h an s claim u P° n another to savL 
her from the consequences of her indiscre- 
tions with a man considerably younger than 
herself especially when her '"dlshine" 
friend (a sort of female Pythias) was h!r- 
oromS^' ^°y gh , not t0 tie same com: 
?h2^,J? g extent > involved in intrigue with 

veri„, /^ ame H- you ? s g ? ntleman - *» food mS 
teria for a big play, is a matter altogether? 
pt_ viewpoint. That, however, Sudermanl '■ 
brings out the dramatic elements in a1™hei? 

f^l mg $\ ases leaves n ° open door for 
doubt, and to question or carp at this is 

Snf 1 L^ hy H Per ,<\ riti . cism - The °nefault (from-' 
our standard) is talkiness, which, from 
h « te ™> Playgoer's point 'of view disap- 
pears For, given that the subject inte?- 

h. 13 ™^' a ? d ,- t ?? <= Qa racterization is sound 
he rather delights in being a disinterested 
witness to the thrashing out of grievances ' 
between characters in a play. Thif-is where . 
in e „ P ^ ,1 2 S ?P hr of tfl e Germanic mind cartes 
in, and a German audience will take itslSu 
dermanns and its Ibsens in the theater list ■ 
fn the a nbyry. SCll0PenhaUerS and ^SschS, 

Der Gute Ruf nevertheless has exception- 
ally intense dramatic scenes, and these are 
mainly between the women, Karla and Dorrit 
if we except those between Don-it and Dire£ 
tor Sehrodt, her father, the latter the victim 
of painfully extreme susceptibilities to tta 
wagging tongue of the world, which applies 
™„ no ' es 5. a degree to the husband oTthe 
recreant Karla. 

The characters of Karla and Dorrit 
brought back upon the stage of the Irvine 
Place Theater that marvelously versaUlf 
and facile actress, Grete Meyer, after a 
lapse of several seasons, and also introduced 
a new luminary in Charlotte Krause an 
actress of really extraordinary endowments 
The scenes enacted between these two Bitted 
and fascinating women, in which thev ran 
the gamut of feminine emotions— at one 
time manifesting the tenderness of genuine 
cmnaraOene, at another (when doubt of each 
other seizes them) displaying the feline in- 
stinct m the " female of the species," with 
wonderful subtleness of stage-art, and then 
again the overawing dramatic force with 
which they depict fury over deception and 
outraged loyalty, and resentment at recrim 
ligations — reach an altitude of dramatic ef 



